Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 



^^ 



■ c 





■1 



••I 



"Ot^c^o^ ^^^!^^^^i^^^ 




A 









•5 •/ / 

M '■ »- ♦ 

y 



^ jv' \.,i Vv^ 






^'711 



je 



/ - 



Wmiam Miller 

4 Hope Park 

Edinburgh. 






'.■ x^,^^^> 



-:Tf. 






V 



1?^- ■• 






,,^,«'^'*»~--^ ■!» 



33 



7 



'J 



I 




, ■ 



^ 






LOVEoiFAME, 



THE 



UNIVERSAL PASSION. 



I N 



Seven Characteristical 



I R E S. 



JS-^ 




"CusiC t - tf f knhrScfct^'-- 



'•■» 



^••■P"* 



^'—^Fulgente trahit conJlriStoi Gloria curru 
Nm minus ignotos, generofis. H o r. 



Titf Fourth Edition. * 



MM-M 



LONDON: 

Printed for J. and R. Tonsom in the Strand. 

M DCC XLI. 



PREFACE. 



?HESE Satires have been 
! favourably received at 
r home and abroad. lam 
I notconfciousoftheleafl: 
|> malevolence to any par- 
ticular perfon thro' all the Charafters j 
tho' fome perfbns may be fo (elfifh, as to 
cpgrols a general application to them- 
felves. A writer in polite letters fliould 
be content with reputation, the private 
amofement he finds in his compofitions, 
the good influence they have On liis (e- 
Terer ftudies, that admifllon they give 
A 1 him 
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him to his (tiperiors, and the pbilible 
gbod efifed he mdy have on the pub* 
hck J or dfe they (hould join to his Po^ 
litenefs fbme more lucrative quaUfication. 
But it is poffible that Satire may not 
do ihnuch good. Men m^y rife iili their 
afFed:ions to their follies^ as they do to 
their friends, when they are abus*d by 
others. It is much H he feared that 
mifeondud: will never he chaced out or 
the world by Satire ^ ail therefore that 
is to be (aid for it, is, that mifcondudb 
will certainly be never cha(5ed out of the 
world by Satire, if bo Satires are writ- 
ten. Which is applicable, likewife, 
to" graver compofitions. Ethia Hea- 
then and Chrifliaa, and the Scriptures 
themfelves are, in a great meafiire, t 
Satire on the weakncfs, and iniquky of 
men ; ^nd fbme part of that Sa- 
, tire is in verfe^ too. Nay in the firfl: 

ages, 



PREFACE, 

ages, Philofophy afid Poetry were the 
fame thing; wi/3om wore no other 
di*e(s. So that, I hope, thefe Satires 
\ri\\ ha the more eafily pardon'd that 
ifiisfortune by the Severe. If they like 
not the fafhioit, let them take them by 
the weight ,• for fbme wtight they have, 
6t th& Author h.iii fail'd of his aim. 
N^y, Hiflbriam themrelves may be con- 
fidcr d ife ^atirifts, and Satirifts moft fe- 
ver^ ^ Utice iuch are moft human Actions, 
that to felate, is to ixpofe them. 

No ittan can converle much in the 
Vorldj tdt, at what he meets with, he 
Iriuft ekher be infenfible, or grieve, or 
be angry, or finile. Some paffion (if 
we are not knpaflive) muft be mov'd j for 
the geA^al condud of mankind is, by no 
means, ^ thing hdifferem, to a reafbnable 
im^ tiituous man. Now to fmile at it, and 
tnrn it into ridicule, I think moft eligi- 
ble; 
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ble; as it hurts our felves leaft, and 
gives vice, and folly the greateft ofiPence : 
And that for this reafbn ; becau(e what 
men aim at by them, is, generally pub- 
lick opinion and efteem. Which truth 
is the fubjeA of the following Satires ; 
and joins them together, as (everal 
branches from the (ame root. An unity 
of defign, which has not (I think) in a 
fet of Satires been attempted before. 

Laughing at the mifcondud: of the 
world, will, in a great meafure, eafe us 
of any more difagreeable pafCon about 
it. One pafHon is more effe<5tually 
driven out by another, than by reafbn j 
whatever fbme may teach. For to rea- 
(bn we owe our pafllons ; had we not 
reafbn, we fhould not be ofiPended at 
what we find amifs. And the caufe feenis 
> not to be the natural cure of any effeB, 

Moreover, 
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Moreover, laughing Satire bids the 
faireft for fuccefs. The world is too 
proud to be fond of a ierious Tutor : 
And when an Author is in a pailioo, 
the laugh, generally, as in conver- 
(ation, turns againfl him. This kind 
of Satire only has any delicacy in 
it. Of this delicacy Horace is the beft 
mafter: He appears in good humour 
while he cenfures; and therefore his 
Cenfure has the more weight, as (uppo- 
ied to proceed from Judgment, not 
from Paflion. Juvenal is ever in a paf- 
fion ; he has little valuable but his £lo- 
quence, and Morality : The laft of which 
I have had in my eye, but rather for 
emulation, than imitation, thro* my 
whole work. 

But tho' I, comparatively, condemn 
Juvenal, in part of the fixth Satire 
(where the occaiion moft required it) I 

endea* 



/ 
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endeavoured to touch on hh m^nper; 
but was forced to quit it fpop, as ^{(r 
agreeable to the Writer, and Rea4^ 
too. Bo'tkau has join'd both the ]^a- 
man Satirifts with great fiiccef^ ^ but ha^ 
too much of 'Juvenal in his very feridu^ 
Satire on Women, which 0iould have 
been the gayeO: of all. An excellent 
critick of our own commends Bo'tleat^% 
clofeneft, or, as he calls if, preffnefi^ 
particularly : Whereas it appears £o me, 
that Repetition i$ his fault i if apy fault 
fhould be imputed to him. 

There arc fome Prpfe-Siatirifts of 
the greateft Delicacy, and Witj the 
laft of which can never, or fiiould 
never (ucceed, without the /ormer. An 
Author, without it, betrayjs too great a 
contempt for mapkind, ^d opinion 
of him^lf ,* which ^re bad Advocates 
£)r reputaMop, 9od &cce6. What 4 

difference 
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difference is there between the merits 
if not the wit of Cervantes, and Rahc 
his 7 The laft has g particular art of 
throwing a great deal of Genius, and 
Learning into Frolick, and jeft ; but 
the Genius and the Scholar is all you 
can admire ; you want the Gentleman 
to converfe with, in him. He is like a 
criminal who receives his life for {bme 
ferviccsj you commend, but you par- 
don, too. Indecency offends our pride, 
as men, and our unaffe^ed tade, as 
judges of compofition. Nature has wifely 
^rm'd us with an averflon to it : And he 
thatfiicceeds in ^ightof it, is, *aHena 
venia, quamfim prcvidentia Tutior. 

Such Wits, like falfe Oracles of old, 
(which were Wits, and Cheats,) (hould 
^ up for reputation among the weak; 
in fbme Bcectia, which was the land of 
Oracles ; for the wife will hold them 

• Vil. Max. * *^ 
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in contempt. Some Wits too, like 
Oracles, deal in amb'tgu'tt'tes ; but not 
with equal (uccels j for tho* ambiguities 
are thtfirfl excellence of an Impoftor, 
they are the lafi of a Wit. 

Some Satirical Wits, and Humorifts, 
like their Father Luciano laugh at 
evefy thing indifcriminatcly ,• which 
betrays fiich a poverty of wit, as can- 
not afford to part with any thing; 
and fuch a want of virtue, as to 
poftpone it to a jeft. Such writers 
encourage Vice and Folly, which they 
pretend to combat, by fetting them on 
an equal foot with better things : 
And while they labour to bring every 
thing into contempt, bow can they 
cxpeA their own parts (honld efcape? 
Some French writers, particularly, are 
guilty of this, in matters of the laft 
confequence, and fbme of our own. 

They 
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They that arc for lefTcning the true 
dignity of mankind, are not (lire of 
being fuccefsful, biit with regard to one 
indw'tdual in it. It is this condud that 
juftly makes a wtt a term of reproach. 
V Which puts me in mind of Plato*s 
fable of the birth of Love-y one of the 
prettieft fables of all antiqaity ,• which 
will hold likewife with regard to modern 
Poetry, Love, fays he, is the fon of 
the goddels Poverty y and the god Riches j 
he has from his father y his daring Ge- 
nius, his Elevation of thought, his 
building caftles in the Air^ his pro- 
digality } his negled of things ferious 
and uiefiil ^ hi$ vain opinion of his own 
merit, and his afit^ation of preference, 
and diftin^ion.^ From his mothety he 
inherits his indigence, which makes him 
a conftant beggar of favours ,• that im- 
portunity, with which he begs; his 

flattery j 
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flattery \ his fervility ; his fear of being 
defpis'd, which is infeparable from him. 
This addition may be made, (yiz.) 
-That Poetry^ tike Love, is a little fub-' 
jed to bl^tduefs^ which makes her 
miftake her way to preferments, and 
honours; that, {he has her Satirical 
^iver i and laftly, that {he retains a 
dutiful admiration for her father's fa- 
mily ; but divides her favours, and ge- 
nerally lives with her mother's relations. 
However, , this ■ is not Hecejfity but 
chdice; were Wifdom her governefs, 
ihe might have much more of the fa- 
ther, than the mother ,* efpecially ia 
iiich an Age as this, which {hows a 
due paffion for her charms. 
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SATIRE I. 

To His GRACE the 

D U K E o( D R S ET. 

if Verfe is Satire> Dorset, lend your car, 
hnA patronize a MufeYou cannot y^jr. 
To poets lacred is a Dorset's name. 
Their wonted pailport thro* the gates of Fame j 
It bribei the partial reader into praife. 
And throws a Glory round the Ihelter'd lays ; 
^e dazzled Judgment fewer faults can fee. 

And gives applaufe to B <?, or to ^Mc. 

But You decline the miftrefs we purfue j 
Others are fond of Fame^ but Fame of You, 

B 2 In- 
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Instructive Satire, true to Virtue's caufe! 
Thou (hining fupplement of publick laws I 
Whtn fatter' d crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our filence, and demand our rage ; 
When purcbas' d follies from each diftant land^ 
Like Arts improve in Britain's skilful hand j 
When the Law fhews her teeth, but dares not bite. 
And South-Sea treafurcs arc not brought to light % 
When Churchmen Scripture for the Claflics quit, 
Polite Apoftates from God's grace to wit 5 
When men grow great from their revenue fpent^ 
And fly from.BaylifFs intp Parliament} 
When dying Sinners, to blqt out their fcore. 
Bequeath the church the leavings of a whore } 
To chafe our fplepn wh?n Themes like thefc 

increafe. 
Shall pane^rick reign, and cenfure cwfc ! 

Shftll 
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Shall foefy^ like laiVy turn wrong to right. 
And Dedications wafli an Mtbkp white. 
Set up each fenfelefs wretch for nature's boaft. 
On whom praife fliines, as trophies on a poji ? 
Shall Funeral eloquence her colours fpread, 
And fcatter rofes on the wealthy Dead P 
Shall authors fmile on fuch illuilrious days, 
Axidfatyrize with nothing— —but ihtitpraife? 

Why flumbers Pope^ who leads the tuneful train, 
Nor hears that Virtue/ wliich he loves, complain ? 
Donne^ Dorfet^ Dryden, Rocbejier are dead. 
And guilt's chief foe in Addifin is fled ^ 
Congreve^ who crown'd with lawrels fairly won, 
Sits fmiling at the Goal while Others run. 
He will not write j and (more provoking ftill!) 
Ye Gods ! he will not write, and Mavius will. 
Doubly diftreft, what author (hall we find 
Difcreetly daring, and feverely kind^ 

B 3 Tlie 
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The courtly * Rsman's (hining path to tread. 
And' {h2irp\y /mile prevaiUng Folly dead ? 
Will no fuperior Genius fnatch the quill. 
And fave me, on the brink, from writing ill? 
Tho* vain the ftrife,^ I'll ftrive my voice to raife. 
What will not men attempt iox facred fraifi f 



The hve ofpraije, however conceal'd by arty 
Reigns more, or lefs, and glows in every heart ; 
The proud to gain it toils on toils endure. 
The mode/i ihun it, but to make it Aire. 
0*er globes, arid fcepters, now, on Thrones it fwclls. 
Now, trims the midnight lamp in College-cells. 
'TisTory, Whig; it plots, ptdys^ preaches, pleadS;^ 
Harangues in Senates, fqueaks in Mafquerades. 
Here, to iS»— — /s humour makes a bold pretence ; 
There, bolder aims at P— ^;^'8 eloquence. 



• Horace* ^ 

\ 



^ 
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It aids the <fo«f^'s hecl» the writer^ head. 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead; 
Kor ends with lifei but nods in UHt plumes y 
Adorns our berfe^ and flatters on our t^mbs. 



What 



So many like himfelf in high degree : 0ph ^"^ 

The whore is proud her beauties are the dread "^^^gfi^ 
Of peeviih virtue, and the marriage-^bed ; 
And the brib'd cuckold^ like crown'd victims borii 
To ilaughter, glories in his gilded Horn. 

Some go to Church, proud humbly to repent. 
And come back much more guilty than they went : 
One way they loak^ another way thtyjiefr^ 
Pray to tbe Gods; but would have Mortal^ hear y 
And when their fins they fet finccrely down. 
They'll find that their ReDgion has been one. 
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Others with wi/hful eyes on glory look. 
When they have got \htiv piSfure towards a book. 
Or pompous title^ like a gawdy Sign 
Meant to betray dull Sots to wretched wine. 
If at his Title T ^ ■ had dropt his quill, 

7--—- might have paft for a great genius ftill j 
But 7 ^ alas ! (excufe him, if you can) 
Is now zfcribbler^ who was once a man. 

Imperious Some a Cl^Kic fame demand. 
For heaping up, , with a laborious hand^ 
A waggon-load of meanings for W word. 
While As deposed and B with pomp re/idr'd. 

Some for renown on fcraps of Learning doat. 

And think they grow immortal as they quote. 
To Patch- work learned (Quotations arc ally'd. 
Both ft rive to make our poverty our pride^ 

On Glafs how witty is a noble Peer ? 
Did ever Diamond coft a man fo dear ? 
. - v' Polite 
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Polite Difeafes make fome Ideots ^ain^ 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of Folly, Vice, Difeafe, men proud ^ we fee; 

And (ftrangef ftill X) of ' Blockhead's flattery, 

Whdfe Praife defames j as if a Fool (hould mean 
By {pitting on your face to make it clean* 



Nor is't enough all hearts are fwoln with pride ^ 
Her power is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can flxe not perform ? The love of Fame 
Made bold Alphonfus his Creator blame, 
Empedocles hurl'd down the burning Steep, 
And (ftronger llill !) made Alexander weep. 
Nay it hoXdsrDelia from a fecond bed, 
Tho* her lov*d Lord has four half months been dead. 

This Paffion with a pimple have I (ttn 
Retard a Caufe, and give a Judge the fplecn. 



By 
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By this infpir'd (O ! ne'er be forgot) 

Some Lords have learnt to fpelly and fome to knot. 

It makes Qhhofe a Speaker in the Houfe j 

He Hems, and is delivered, of his Moufe. 

It makes dearfelfon well-bred tongues prevail. 

And / the little Hero of each Tale, 



Sick with the love of Fame what throngs pour in^ 
Unpeople courts and leave xhtfenate thin ? 
My growing Subjed feems but juft begun. 
And, Chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 
Aid me, ^vt^X Homer! with thy £//V rules 
To take a catalogue of Britijb fools. 
Satire ! had I thy Dorfef$ force divine, 
A Knave, or Fool fhould perifli in each line ; 
Tho' for the Firft all Wejtminjier fhould plead. 
And for the laft all Grejbam intercede. 



Begin 
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Begin. Who firft the Catalogue flaall gracQ? 
To ^ality belongs the higheft place. 
My Lord comes forward; forward let him coin«$ 
Ye Vulgar ! at your peril give him room : 
He ftands for Fame on his forefathers' feet. 
By Heraldry prov'd valianty or difcreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eye* 
Above the man by three def cents lefs wife ? 
If Virtues at his noble hands you crave. 
You bid him rsufe his Fathers from the grave. 
Men fh<mld prcfs forward in Fame's glorious chacc. 
Nobles look ^^^^^^/r^3 and fo lofe the race. 

Let high Birth triumph! What can be more great? 
Nothing — ~- but Merit in a low eftate. 
To Virtue's humbleft fan let none prefer 
Vice, tho* defcended from the Conqueror. 



Shall 
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Shall men, V^t figures^ pafs for high, or bafe. 
Slight, or important, only by their Place ? 
Titles are marks of honejl men, and mfe ^ 
The Fool, or Knave that wears a Title, lies. 
They that on glorious Anceftors inlargc, 

r 

Produce their debty inftead of their difcharge. 
Dorfety let thofe who proudly boaft their Linc^ 
Like Thee, in worth hereditary, (hine^ 



Vain as falfe Greathefs is, theMufc muft own 
We want not fools to buy that Brifiol ^ont. 
Mean fons of Earth, who on a South-Jea tydc 
Of full fuccefs fwam into wealthy and pride^ 
Knock with a purfe of gold at Anjlis^ gate, 
And beg to be defcended from the Great 

When men of Infamy to Grandeur foar, 
They light a torch to (hew their fliame the more. 



/' 
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Thofc Governments which curb not Evils, caufe^ 
And a rich Knave's a libti on our laws. 



Belus with folid glory will be crown'd ; 
He buys no Phantome, no vain empty found. 
But builds himfelf a name; and to be great^ ~ 
Sinks in a Quarry an immenfe eftate ; . 
In coft, and grandeur C^-^^^dos hell out-do, 

• ■ 

And, B^^—^l-^^'^ton^ thy Taftc is not fo true. 

The Pile is finifht, every toil is paft. 

And full perfection is arriv'd at laft ; 

When lo! my Lord tofomefmall Corner runs. 

And leaves ftate-rooms to Jlrangers^ and to duns. 

The man who Builds, and wants wherewith to pay. 
Provides a Home from which to run away. 
In Britain what is many a lordly Seat 
But a Pifchargc in full for an cftatc ? 



In 
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In fmaller compafs lies Pygmalion^s Fame 5 
Not Domes, but Antique ftatues arc his Flame, 
Not F'^t^-^H*^ felf more Parian charms has known j 
Nor is good P^— ^ — ke more in love with Stone. 
The BaylifFs come (rude men, prophaneljr bold !) 
And bid him turn his Fenus into gold, 
** No, Sirs, he cries, I'll fooner rot in JayU 

« 

" Shall Grecian Arts be truckt for Englijh Bayl ? 
Such Heads might make their very Bufio's laugh. 
His Daughter ftarves, but * Cleopatta^s fafc. 

Men overloaded with a large eftate 
My fpill their treafure in a nice Conceit ; 
The rich may be polite, but Oh! 'tis fad 
To fay you're curious^ when we fwear you're mad. 
By your Revenue meafure your expence, 
And to your funds and acres join yonrfenfe : 



• ji famous ft aiue. 



No 
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No man is blcft by accident, or guefs^ 
Tru6 wifdm is the price of bappinefs j 
Yet few without long difcipline are fagCj^ 
And oxxx youth only lays up fighs for age. 



But how, my Mufe, canil thou refufe fo loi^ 
The bright temptation of the Courtly throng. 
Thy moft inviting Theme ? the court affords 
Much food for Satire, it abounds in Lords. 
*^ What I^rds are thofe faluting with a grin ?" 
One is juft out^ and One as lately in. 
** How comes it then to pafs we fee prefide 
«« On both their brows an equal fliare f^prideV^ 
Pride, that impartial paflion, reigns thro' all. 
Attends our Glory, nor deferts our FilL 
As in its Home, it triumphs in higb^place^ 
And frowns a haughty Exile in difgrace. 



Some 
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Some Lords it hids admire their Wands fo white. 
Which bloom, Ijkc v4i/r^/i's, to their raviiht.iight ^ . 
Some Lords it bids refigriy and turns their wands. 
Like Mofes^ into Serpents in their hands. 
Thefe fink, as Divers, for renown j and boaft 
With pride inverted of their.Honours loft. 
But againft Reafon fure 'tis equal fin 
To boaft of meerly being out^ or ih.y 



What numbers, bere^ thro' pdd Ambition ftrive 
To feem the moft tranfported Things alive ? 
As if hyjoy defer t was underftppd, 
And all the fortunate were ivife^ or good. 
Hence aching bofoms wear a vifage gay. 
And ftifled Groans frequent the. Ball, and Play. 
Compleatly dreft by * Monteuily and Grimace, 
They take their birth^day fuit, ajid puhlick fsLCC t 



jf/amouj Toy/or* 
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Their fmlles are only part of what they voear. 
Put ofFat night with Lady JS— 's hair. 
What bodily fatigue is half fo bad ? 
With anxious care they labour to hcglad^. 

What numbers, here^ would into Fame advance^ 
Confcious of merit in the Coxcomb's Jance ? 
The Tavern! Park! Aflembly! Mask! and Play! 
Thofe dear deflroyers of the tedious day ! 
That Wheel of Fops ! that Saunter of the Town ! 
Call it diverfion^ and the pill goes down j 
Fools grin on Fool, and Stoic-MkQ, fupport. 
Without one figh, the pleafures of a Court. 
Courts can give nothing to the wifey and good. 
But fcorn of Pomp, and love of Solitude. 
High ftations tumult^ but not blifs create ; 
None think the Great unhappy, but the Great s 



Fooh 
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Fools gaze, and envy; Envy darts a^fting, 
Which m'akcsa Swain as wretched as a King, 

I envy nonie their Pageantry, and (how, 
I envy none the gilding of their vroe. 
Give me, indulgent Gods ! with mind ferene. 
And guiltlefs heart to range the fylvan fcene. 
No fplendid Poverty, no fmiling Care, 
No well-bred Hate, or fervile Grandeur there ; 
There pleafing objedls ufeful thoughts fuggeft, 
thtfenfe is raviflit, and the foul is bleft ; 
On every Thorn delightful Wifdom grows. 
In every Rill a fweet Inflruftion flows : 
But fome, untaught, o'efhear the whifp'ring rill, 
In fpight of ' facred Leifure Blockheads ftill s 
Nor fhoots up Folly to a nobler bloom 
In her own native foil, the drawing-room. 



The 
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The Squire 'a proud to fee his Courfer ilrain, 

■ 

Or well-breath'd Beagles fwecp along the plain. 
Say, dear Hippolitus^ (whofe drink is Ale, 
Whofe Erudition is a Chriftmas-taXt^ 
Whofe Miflrefs is faluted with a fmack, 

« 

And Friend received with thumps upon the back) 
When thy fleek Gelding nimbly leaps the mound. 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground. 
Is That tby praife ? Let Ririgwooits farne alone, 
Juft RJngwood leoLves each Animal his own. 
Nor envies when a Gypfy you Commit, 
And fhake the clumfy iencb with Country wit j 
When you the dulleft of dull things have faid. 
And then ask pardon for xhcjeji you made* 



Here breathe my Mufe ! and then thy task renew. 
Ten thoufand Fools unfung are ftill in view« 

C a Fewer 
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Fewer Lay-atheifts made by church-debates y 
Fewer Great Beggars fam'd for large eftates ; 

fc • • • 

Ladies, whofe Love is conftant as the windj 
Cits, who prefer a Guinea to mankind ; 
Fewer grave Lords to Scr^'—^pe difcreetly bend : 
And fewer Jkocks a Statefman gives his friend. 

Is there a man of an eternal Vein, 
Who lulls the Town in winter with his ftrain. 
At Bath iTifummer chants the reigning Lafs, 
And fweetly ichijiksy as the waters pafs ? 
Is there a Tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup. 
That runs for Ages without winding-up ? 
Is there, whom his tenth Epic mounts to Fame ? 
Such, and fuch only might exhauft my Theme ; 
Nor Would thefe Heroes of the task be glad ; 
For who can write fo fail as men ruli mad ? 
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SATIRE II. 



i Y Mufe, proceed, and reach thy dcftin'd 
end J 

* Tho' toilt and (ianger the bold task attend. 
Heroes, and GoJs make other poems fine. 
Plain Satire calls for Jenfe in every Unc; 
Then, to what fwarms thy faults I dare expofe ? 
All friends to. vice and Jolly, arc thy foes,; 
"When/ucb the foe, a war eternal wage, 
'Tis moft Hl-naturc to reprefs thy rage ; 
And if thefe firains fome nobler Mufe excite, 
I'll glory in the Verfe I did not write. 

C 4 So 
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So weak arc human kind by nature made. 
Of to fuch wcaknefs by their vice betray'd. 
Almighty Vanity ! to thee they owe 
Their zeji of pleafure, and their balm of woe. 
Thou, like the Sun, all colours doft contain. 
Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain ; 
For every foul finds reafons to be proud, 
Tho- hifs'd, and hooted by the pointing crowd, 

ft 

Warm in purfuit of Foxes, and Renown, 
* Hippolitus demands the Sylvan crown ; 
But Florid s Fame, the produdl of a fhower, ' 
Grows in his garden, an illuftrious flower! 
Why teems the Earth? why melt the vernal Skies? 
Why ftiines the Sun? to make ^ PaulDiack rife. 
From morn to night has Florio gazing ftood, 
^nd wpnder'd how the Gfods could be fo good. 

Whal 

^ ?2iV refers to thefrji Satire. + Tie nam ^^ Ti/jf . 
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What fhape ? what hue ? was ever nymph fo fair ? 
He doats ! he dies ! he too is rooted there, 
O folid blifs ! which nothing can deftroy 
Except a cat, bird, fnail, or idle boy. 
In Fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night. 
And wakes next day a moft inglorious Wight j 
The Tulip's dead ! fee thy fair Sifter's fate, 
O C— ^ / and be kind ere 'tis too late. 

Nor are thofe enemies I mention'd all ; 
Beware, O Florift, thy ambition's fall. 
A friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame 5 
A Quaker ferv'd him, Adam was his. name. 
To one lov'd Tulip oft the mafter went. 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture fpent ; 
But came, and mift it one ill-fated hour. 
He rag- d! he roar'd! " vfh^ADamoncto^tmj flower?'* 
Serene, quoth j/idam^ " lo ! 'twas cruftit by me ; 
^* Fall'n is the Baalto which thou bow'dft thy knee.'* 

*• But 
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'^ Bat all men want amufement^ and wha£ crime 
** In fudi a Paradife to fool their time ? " 
None 5 but why proud of this ? to Fame they foar ; 
We grant tbefre Idle^ if they'll ask no more. 

We fmile at Florifts, we defpife their joy. 
And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy ; 
But are thofe wifer whom we moil admire. 
Survey with envy, and purfue with fire? 
What's he, who fighs for wealth, or fame, <Mrpowcr ? 
Another Florio doating on a Sower, 
A ihort-liv'd flower, and which has often fprong 
From fordid arts, as Fkrio*s out of dung. 



With what^ O Codrus! is thy fancy fmit? 
'Thtfower of Learning, and the blot>m of Wit. 
Thy gawdy (helves with crimfon Bindings gloWj^ 
And EpiSietus is a pepfedt Beau. 



How 



How fit for thee bound up in crinifon too. 
Gilt, and, like tlitm, devoted to the view ? 
Thy books nxt furniture, Methinks 'ti^ hard 

• • • ' 

That Science fhould be purchased by the yard, 

And 7* n turn'd Upholfterer, fend home 

The gilded Leather \,ojit up thy room. 
If not to fome peculiat end afligri'd, 

Study's the fpecibus trifling of the mind ; 

Or is at beft a lecohdary aim, 

A chaCe for Jport alone, and not for game ; 

If fo, fure they Who the meer volume ^\tt^ 
But love the thicket where the quarry lies^ 
On buying books Lorenzo long Was bent. 
But found at length that it rcduc'd his rent, 
His farms wferfe flowii y when io ! a Sale comes on, 
A choice Colleftion! What is to be done? 
He fells his Idfti for he the whole will buy; 
Sells cv*n his hdufc, nay wants whereon to lye ; 

* S^ 



A 
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So high the generous ardor of the man 

For Romans^ Greeks^ and Orientak ran. ^^ , 

[aerk. 

When Terms were drawn, and brought him by the 

Lorenzo fign'd the bargain with his mark. 

Unlearned men of books affume the care. 
As Eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 

Not in his authors* liveries alone 
Is Codrus' Erudite ambition fhown ? 

Editions various, at high prices bought, 

\ • ' 

Inform the world what Codrus would be thought *, 

And, to this coft, another muft fucceed. 

To pay a Sage, "who fays that he can read. 

Who titles knows, and indexes has feen j 

But leaves to ——what lies between. 

Of pompous books who fhuns the prpud expence. 

And humbly is contented with their y?^. 

O -«— whofe Accompliflinients make good 
The promife of a long-illuftrious Bloody 

Li 
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In artSy and manners eminently grac'd, 
The ftri<fteft honour! and the fined tajle! 
Accept this verfe ; if Satire can agree 
With fo confummate an humanity. 




By your example would Hilario mi 
How would it grace the talents of my Friend, 
Who with the charms of his own genius fmit. 
Conceives all virtues are compriz'd in Wit ? 
But time his fervent petulance may cool ; 
For tho* he is a w/V, he is no fool. 
In time he'll learn to ufe^ not wajie his fenfe. 
Nor make z frailty of an excellence. 
His brisk attack on blockheads we fhould prize. 
Were not his jeft as flippant with the mfe. 
He fpares nor friend, nor foe; but calls to mind. 
Like Doom^s^day^ all the faults of all mankind. 



What 



^o LOFEofFAME, :Sat.JL 

WTiat tho* wit tickles ? Tickling Is unfafe, 
If ftill 'tis painful while it makes ns Jaiugh. 
Who, for the poor renown QfM^mg/martj 
Would leave a iling within a brother's heart ? 

Parts may be prais'd, good-nature is ador'd 5 
Then draw your witasJkldom as ypur fworJ, 
And never on the weak -, or you'll appear 
As^bere no Hero, no great Gcnrnj^Jfere. 
As in fmooth oyl the ra»r beft is whet. 
So wit is by poUtenefs fliarpeft fet. 
Their want of edge from their ^;zc^.is fcea 5 
Both pain us leaft when exquifitely keen. 
The fame men give is for theyi^ thqy find; 
Z)zi// is. the jefter, when the joke's «^iiW. 

Since Marcus, doubtlefs, thinks himfclf a Wit, 
To pay my compliment wh^t place fo fit ? 
His moft facetious * letters came to band. 
Which my firft Satire fweetly reprimand. 

/ • Letters fiat to the anthr, /fft'd Marcui; ** 
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If vthat 2ijuft oficncc to Marcus gave. 
Say, Marcus^ which, art thou ^fooly or knave f 
For all but fuch with caution I forbore ; 
That thou waft cither, I nc*cr knew before. 
I know thee now, both wbat thou art, and who'; 
No Mask fo good, but Marcus muft fhine through 
Falfe names are vain, thy lines their author tell, 
Thybeft cdncealmcnt had been writing welJ 5 
But thou a brave negleA of Fame haft ihown. 
Of others^ fame, great Genius ! and thy own. 
Write on unheeded, and this maxim know ; 
The man who pardons^ difappoints his foe. 



In mdX\ct to proud nvitSy fome proudly lull 
Thtvc pewijh reafon, vain of being Dull 5 
When fome honae Joke has ftung ihtitfolemn ibuls, 
la veijgcance* they determine --»»• to ht fools ; 



Thro* 
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Thro* fplecn, .that /rV//^ nature gave, make lefs^ 
Quite zealous in the ways of beavinefs i 
To lumps inanimate a fondnefs take. 
And difinherit fons that are awake. 
Thefe, when their utmoft venom they would fpit, 
Moft barbaroufly tell you — — " be*s a wit'* 
Poor Negroes^ thus, to ftiew their burning fpight 
To Cacodaemons, fay, they're dev'lijh white. 
Lampridius from the bottom of his bread 
Sighs o*er one child, but triumphs in the reft. 
How juft his grief? one carries in his head 
A lefs proportion of the Cither's lead j 
And is in danger, without fpecial grace. 
To rife above a Juftice of the peace. 
The dungbil-breed of men z Diamond fcorn. 
And feel a paffion for a grain of corn ^ 
Some ftupid, plodding, money-loving wight, 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white, 

Wha 



\ 
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Who yrhhmucJ^ pains exerting a// his fenfe, 
Can range aright his {hillings, pounds, and pence. 

The booby-father craves a booby-Son, 

And by Heav'n's bkjfing thinks himfelf undone. 



Wants of all kinds are made to Fame a plea. 
One learns to 7/)^, another not to fee \ 
Mifs D— — tottering catches at your hand. 
Was ever thing fo pretty born to ftand? 
Whilft thefe what nature gave difown thro* Pride, 
Others affed what nature has deny'd ; 
What nature has deny'd fopls will purfuc^ 
As apes arc ever walking upon two. 



Crajfus a grateful fage, our awe, and fport ! 
Supports grave forms, for forms the fage fupport. 
He hems, and cries with an important air, 
•• If yonder clwds withdraw, it will be fiur : '* 

D Then 



/ 
/ 
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Then quotes the St^gyrite to p??ove it twc, 

Aad adds^ ^' the leaf n'd delight ia fomething new J* 

Is*t not enough the Wp^kji^ad fcaycc caa read,. 

But muft he wJ/efy look„ ajtid grmjefy plcad.^ 

As far 2.formalijl from wifdom fits 

In judging eyes, as libertmfs from w//x», 

Yet fubtile wights (fo blind ^e moutal mea, 
Tho' Satire cmcb^ them with, her k,cen«fl pen)* 
For ever will hang out a fpknin face. 
To put off nonfenfs with th^ better grace ; 
As Pedlars with, fomc Hcro'a head ma»ke bold^ 
111 uftrious mark! where pins arc to be fold. 

What's thebentbrow, or ncqk in thought recUft'd? 
The boy's wifHom to conceal the mind. 
A man of fenfe can artifice difdain> 
As men of wealth may venture to ^oplainy . 
And be this truth eternal iie'cr forgoty . , . 
Sokmm'tfs a cover for z/at 
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I find Xht/wiy when I behold the skreen ; 
For 'tis the wifeman's intercfl to hcfeen. 

Hence, — — , that opennefs of heart. 
And jufl difdain for that poor mimic ^ Art; 
Hence (ooianly praife !) that manner nobly free. 
Which all admire, and I commend in thee. 

With generous fcorn how oft haft thou furvey'd 
Of i:ourty and t(mn the noon-tyde Mafquerade, 
Where fwarms of knaves the Vigor quite difgrace. 
And hide fecure behind a naked facet 
Where nature's end of language is declin'd. 
And men talk only to conceal the mind ; 
Where generous hearts the greateft hazard run^ 
And he who trufts a brother is undone ? 



STA^-all their t»re expend on outward fliow 
For Wealth, and Fame ; for Fame alone, the Beau. 



Da Of 
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Of late at Whitens was young Floreth fecn. 
How blank his look ? how difcompos'ii his mcin ? 
So hard it proves in grief iincefe to feign ! 
Sunk were his fpirits ; for his coat was plain. 

Next day his breaft regained its wonted peace. 
His health was mended with zjiher lace. 
A curious artift long inur'd to toila 
Of gefttler fort, with combs, and fragrant oyls. 
Whether by chance, or by fome God infpir'd. 
So toucht his curls^ his mighty foul was fir'd. 
The well-fwoln tyes an equal homage daio}^ 
And either (houlder has its £bare of Fame; 
His fumptuous waub-cafe, tho' conceaPd it lyes. 
Like a good confcience^ folid joy fupplies. 
He ony thinks himfelf (fo far from vain !) 

St pe in Wit, in Breeding i)~~/-— --^^ 

Whene'er by feeming chance he throws his eye 

On mirrors flufliing with his Tyrian dye. 

With 
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With how fublimc a tranfport leaps his heart ? 
But Fate ordains that dearcft friends muft part. 
In aftive meafures brought from France ^ he wheels* 
And triumphs confcious of his learned heels. 

So have I feen on fome bright fummer's day 
A Calf of genius debonnair, and gay. 
Dance on the bank, as if infpir'd by Fame, 
Fond of the pretty fellow in the ftream. 



Morofe is funk with (hame, whene'er furpriz*d 
In Linncn clean, or Peruke undifguisM. 
No fublunary chance his veftments fear. 
Valued, like Leopards, as their y^o/j appear. 
A fam'd Sur-tout he wears, which ^wr^ was blue. 
And his foot fyvrims in a capacious fl)oc. 
One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim ?) 
J^evcird her barbarous neeile ftt his Fame ; 



D3 Bu( 
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But' open force was vain ; by night ihe went, 
And, while he flept, furpriz'd the darling rent ; 
Where yawn'd the Frize is now beconnte a doubf. 
And Glory at one entrance quite Jhut out.* 

He fcGf ns Florello^ and Fhretto him. 
This hates \Sxt filthy creature, that the f rim} 
Thus in each other both thefc fools dcfpife 
Their own dear felves, with undifcerning eyes ; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim: 
The fiauen, and the fopling are the fame. 

Ye Whigs and Tories ! thus it fares with you, 
When Party-rage too warmly you purfue^ 
Then both club nonfenfe, and impetuous pride. 
And folly joins vrhom fentiments divide. 
You yent your fpleen as monkeys, when they pafs^^ 
Scratch at the mimickrmonkey in the glafs. 
While both are one j and henceforth be it known. 
Fools of both fides fhall ftand for fools alone. 

f Milton. ** But 



i 
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*^ But .who att thou ?" «iethinks Fknllo cries. 
" Of all thy fpecic^art thou only wife?" 
Since fmalleft things can give oiir fins a twitch^ . 
As cfofling ftraws retard a paffing Witch^ 
Floreih^ thou my monitor (halt be 5 
111 conjure thus fome profit out of "Thee. 



O thou my felf ! abroad our cobnfels roam. 
And, like ill husbands, take no care at home. 
Thou too art wounded with the common dart. 
And love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart ; 
And what wife means to gain it had thou chofe ? * 
Know^ fame^ ^ind fortune both are made of Profe. 
Is thy ambition fweating for a rhyme ^ 
Thou unambitious fool, at thls^ late time ? 
While I a moment name, a monient's pail, 
I'm nearer death in this verfe than the laji \ 



D 4 What 
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What then is to be done ? be wife with fpeed : 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 

And what fo foolifli as the chace of Fame? 
How vain the prize ? how impotent our aim ? 
For what are men who grafp at praife fublime. 
But bubbles on the rapid ftreara of Time, 
That rife, and fall, that fwell, and are no more, 
Bortit and/orgoff ten thoufand in an hopr f , 
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SATIRE III. 



ONG, Dodingion, in debt, I long have 

fought . , 

[thought i 
To cafe the burthen of my grateful 

And now a poet's gratitude you fee, 

Grant him two favours, aod he'll ask for three; 

For whofe the prcfent gJory, or the gain \ 

You give proteftion, I a worthlefs ftrain, 

You love, and feel the poet's facred flame. 

And know the balls of a folid fame ; 

Tho' prone to like, yet cautious to commend^ 

You read with all the malice of a frimd\ 

Nor 
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Nor favour my attempts that way alone. 

But more to raiie my verfe, conceal your own. 

An ill-tim'd modefty ! turn ages o'er. 
When wanted Britain bright examples more ? 
Her Learnings and her Genius too decays, 

« ■ 

And dark^ and cold are her declining days ; 
As if men now were of another caft. 
They meanly live on alms of ages paft. 
Men flill are men, and they, who boldly dare. 
Shall triumph o*er the fons of cold Defpair; 
Or, if they fail, they juftly ftill take place • 
Of fuch, yiho run in debt for their difgrace. 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known. 
And damn it with improvements oi their own. 
We bring fome new materials, ixA what's old 
New-caft with care, and in no borrowed mold \ 
Late times the verfe may read, if thefe refufe^ 
And from four Critics vindicate the muife. 



cc 
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" Your work is long," the Critics cry: 'tis true. 
And lengthens flill, to take in fools like you; 
Shorten ntiy lobour, if its length you blame. 
For, grow but wife, you rob me of my game ; 
As hunted bags^ who, while the dogs purfue. 
Renounce their four legs, and flart up on two. 

Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile^ 
That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile^ 
Will I enjoy (dread feaft !) the Critic's rage. 
And with the fell deftroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame 
Than thofe, who thunder in the Critic's name ? 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in this^ 
To fee whit wretches gain the praife they mifs. 

Balbutius muffled in his fable cloak. 
Like an old Druid from his hollow oak. 



As 
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As ravens folemn, and as boading^ cries. 
Ten thoufand worlds for the Thrw Unities ! 
Ye DodoTS fagc, who thro* Earmffus teach. 
Or quit the tub, or praftife what you preach. 
One judges, as the meuther di£bates, rif^ 
The poem is at noon, and wjcoi^ at tii^t ; 
Another judges hj a fiwer .^ge, 
An author* s principles^ or parentage; 

I 

Since his great anceftoars m Fknden fell. 

The poem, doubtkfs, tiiuft be written wdl. 

Another judges by the writer's :lw)k^ 

Another judges, for he bought tbehak^ 

Some ju<%e, their knack ofjuJging^'wrmg to keep ; 

Some judge, becaufe it is too foon \oJliep. 

Thu8 all will judge, and with one (ingle aim. 
To gain themfelves, not give the Writer fem«. 
The very Bdft 'i7/?!?^/>/«7«/?)r advife. 
Half to fcrveyou, and half to pafs for wife; 

None 
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None sat at letfure others to reward > 
They fcarce vnUdtmn^ but out of felf-regard. 
Critics on verfe^ 2S /quits on triumphs wait^ 
Proclaim the glory^ and augment the ftate; 
Hot, envious,^ nolfy^ proud, the icdbling fry 
Burn, hifs, and bounce^ waile paper,, itink^ and die« 
Rail on, my friends ! what more my verfe can crown 
Than Compt^ji^ ixnHe, and your obliging frown ? 



Not all on books their Criticifm waile; 
The genius of a dijh fome juftly taftc. 

And eat their way to fame i with anxious thought 

THhi^falmon is refused, the turbot bought. 

Impatient art rebukes the fun's delay» 

And bids dectmber yield the fruits of may. 

Their various cares in one great point combine. 

The bufinefs of their lives, that is —— X<? <//««•, 



Half 
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Half of their precious day they give xhtfeajl^^ 
And, to a kind digeftion^ Iparc the reft. 
Apicius^ here, the tafter of the town. 
Feeds twice a-week, to fettle their renown, 

Thefe worthies of the palate guard with care 
The facred annals of their btlli of fare ^ 
In thofc choice books their panegyricks read. 
And fcorn the creatures that for hunger feed. 
If man by feeding well commences great ^ 
Much more the worm, to whom that man is meat. 



To glory fome advance a lying claim, 
lileves of renown, znd pilferers of fame ; 

« 

Their front fupplies what their ambition lacks. 
They know a thoufand lords, behind their backs^ 
Cottil is apt to wmk upon a peer. 
When turrid aibay^ with a familiar leer j 



And 
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And jET—* ;;y*s eyes, unmercifully keen. 
Have murdered fops, by whom (he ne'er was fecn, 
Niger adopts ftray libelS| wifely prone 
To covet (hame, ftill greater than his own. 
BatbyUus in the winter of threefcore 
Belyes his Innocence, and keeps a whore. 
Abfence of mind Brabantie turns to fame. 
Learns to mijtake^ nor knows his brother's name, 
Has words, and thoughts in nice diforder fet. 

And takes a memorandum to forget. 

Thus vain, nor knowing what adorns, or blots. 

Men forge the patents^ that create them fots. 



As love of pleafure into pain betrays. 
So moft grow infamous thro* love of praife. 
But whence for praife caii fuch an ardc^ rife. 
When thofc, who bring that incenfe, we defpife ? 



E For 
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For fuch the vanity of great, and fmall. 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 
Nor can even Satire blame them, for *tis true 
They moft have ample caufe for what they do. 
O ! fruitful Britain ! doubtlefs thou waft meant 
A nurfe oi fools to ftock the Continent. 
Tho' PbcebuSy and the Nine for ever mow. 
Rank folly underneath the fcythe will grow. 
The plenteous harveft calls me forward ftill, 
'Till I furpafs in length my Lawyer-s bill, 
A Welch defceiit, which well-paid Heralds damn. 
Or, longer ftill, a Dutcbmaris Epigram. 
When cloy'd, in fury I throw down my pen. 
In comes a Coxcomb, and I write agen. 

f See ! Tityrus with merriment poffcft, 

Js bu^ft with laughter, ere he hears the jcft j 



What 
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What need he ftay ? for when the joke is o'er, 
His teeth will be no whiter than before. 
Is there of tbefe^ ye Fair ! fo great a dearth. 
That you need purchafe monkeys for your rairth ? 



Some vain of paintings^ bid the world admire. 
Of ioufes fome, nay houfes that they bire-. 
Some (perfedl wifdom !) of a beauteous wife. 
And boaft, like Cordeliers, a fcourge for life. 



Sometimes, thro* pride, the Sexes change their airs. 
My lord bas vapours, and my hdy Jwears j 
Then (ftranger ftill!) on turning of the wind. 
My lord wears breecbes, and my lady's kind. 



To fhew the ftrength, and infamy of pride. 
By all 'tis followed, and by all deny'd. 



E 2 What 
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What numbers are th?re, which at one? purfue 
Praifc, and the glpry to contemn it, too ? 
Vincenna knoyi^ felf-praife betrays ta Jkame^ 
"And therefore lays a ftfatagcin for F^tt*? ; 
Makes his approach in modefty's difguifc 
To win applaiife, and takes it by furprias?* 
" To err, fays h^, in fmall things is piy fatt " 
You know your anfwer, he's exaSl in great. 
" My^^y?, fays he, isirude^ and full pf fault?/* 
But ! what Senfe ? what energy of Thoughts ? 
That he wants Algebra he muft confefa. 
But not afoul ta give our arms fuccefu 
" Ah I that's a hit in<^d, Vineema crie$ i 
" But wha in he^t pf Wood was ever wife? 
^* I own 'twas wrong, when thoufands called meback|^ 
^' Tanjifcake th^^t hppelefsj, ilUa4^'d. ^tHacfcj 
^ All fay 'twas, Qi^disiefs, npi; daw I (Jeny } 
n Sure never fool fo well deferv'd to die/* 

Cbul4 



mm 

• 



Sai III. & Uniijerfal Paffion. 5 3 

Cbuld this deceive in others, to be free. 
It ne'er, Vincenna^ cou*d deceive in t^ee^ 
Whofe condu€l is a comment to thy tongue 
So clear, the dulleft cannot take thee wrong. 
Thou on onefleeve wilt thy revenue wear. 
And haunt the court, without a /r<7;^r?(5? there. 
Are thefe expedients for Renown ? confefs 
Thy little felf, that I may Scorn thee lefs. 

Be wife, Vincenna^ and the court forfake. 
Our fdrtunes there nor thou^ nor I fhall make. 
Ev'n men of merits ere their point they gain. 
In hardy feMce mak« a long campaign, 
Moft manfully befiege the patron's gate. 
And oft repuls'd, as oft attack the great 
With painful art, and application warm. 
And take at kft feme little place by ftorm y 
Enough to keep tnvojhoes ottfunday clean, 
hndjlarve upon difcreetly in Sheer-lane. 

E 3 AI- 
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Already this thy fortune can afford. 

Then ftarve without the/avour of my lord, 

'Tis true, great fortunes fome great men confer ; 

But often, cv'n in doing right, they err : 

From caprice^ not from choice^ their favours come ; 

They give, but think it toil to know to whom : 

The man that's neareft, yawning they advance. 

*Tis inhumanity to blefs by chance. 

If merit fues, and greatnefs is fo loth 

To break its downy trance, I pity both. 



* • 



I grant at court. Philander ^ at his need, 
(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed. 
Of every charm, and virtue (he's poiTefl. 
Philander ! thou art exquifitely bleft. 
The publick envy! now then, 'tis allowed. 
The man is found, who may be jujily proud j 



But, 
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But^ fee ! how fickly is Ambition's tafte ? 
Ambition feeds on trafh^ and loaths a fead } 
For lo ! Philander y of reproach afraid, 
Infecret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 



Some nymphs fell reputation, othet^ buy. 
And love a market, where the rates run high* 
Italian mufick's fweet, becaufe 'tis dear ; 
Their vanity is tickled, not their ear ; 
Their taftes wbu'd lefTen, if the prices fell. 
And Bhakefpear\ wretched ftufF do quite as well ; 
Away the diiinchanted fair would throngs 
And Qwn^ that Englijh is their mother-tongue. 

To fliew how much our Northern taftes refine. 
Imported nymphs our peereffes out-fhine j 
"While trade/men ftarve thefe Philomels are gay ; 
For generous lords had rather give^ than pay. 



£4 O 
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O lavl/h land ! forjwnd at fuch expence i 
But then flie faves it in her bilk for fen/e^ 



Mufick I paffionatdy love^ 'tis plain. 
Since for it's fake fuch Dramas I fuftain. 
An Op0rA, like a Pillory, may be faid 
To nail our ears do^ra, but eacpoic our keaJ. 



Behold the Mafquerade*s fantaftick fcene ! 
The Legijlatun jcAn*d iRridhi Drufy^ane i 
When Britain calls, th- embroid^'d Patriots run. 
And itrw their country*^'-^^. the <laMCi is dono. 
" Are we not then allowed to be polite? " 
Yes, doubtlefs, but firft fet your notions r^t. 
JFortb of palitenefe is the needful ground. 
Where that is wanting, this, can ne'er be found. 
Triflers not ev'n in Trifles can excdl ; 

*Tis folid bodies only polijh well. 

Great, 
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Greats chofen Praphet 1 fisr thefe latter days^ 
To turn a willing world^w righteous wayt ^ 

Well, H r, doft thou xhjmajier ferve; 

Weil has he ieen hi&firvant ihou'd not ftarve. 

Thou to his name haft fj^ndid temples rais'd. 

In various fbrms of visrjbip feen him pdcais'd, 

Gawdy devoticai, like a Roman^ £bown. 

And i&ng f^net anthems in a tongue unknown. 

Inferior offerings to thy Qod of Vice 

Are duly paid m fiddles^ cards ^ and dice i 

Thy facrifice fupream an hundred maids I 

That folenui rite of midnight Mafquerades ! 

If maids the. quite-pexhaufted town denies. 

An hundred head of cuckolds muii iufiice. 

Thou fmil'ft, welUpleas'd with the converted land, 

To fee ik^jyiy churches at a ftand. 

And, that thy minifh-y may never fail. 
But what diy hand has planted ftiil prevail. 

Of 
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Of minor prophet i 2l f ucdefSon furc 
The propagation of thy 2cal fecure. 



See Commons, Peers, and Miniftera of State 
In folemn council met, and deep debate ! 
What godlike ehtefprize is taking birth? 
What wonder opens on th' exped^ng earth ? 
'Tis done! with loud applaufe the council rings ! 
Fixt is the fate of whores^ 2caA Jiddle/lrings ! 

[like thefe^ 
Tho* bold thefc truths, thou, mufe, with truths 

Wilt none offend, whom *tis a praife to pleafe ; 
Let others flatter to be flattered, thou. 
Like juft tribunals^ bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common fenfe. 
To write zfatire^ which gave none offence f 
And, fmce from life I take the draughts you fee. 
If men diflike them, do they cenfure me f 

On 
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On then, my mufc ! and fools ^ and knaves expofc. 
And, iince thou cauft not make z/riend, xnaktfoes ^ 
The fool, and knave 'tis glorious to o|Fend, 
And godlike an attempt the world to niend. 
The world, where lucky throws to ilockbeads fall. 
Knaves know the game, aiid bon/^ men pay all. 

How hard for real worth to gain it's price ? 
A man ihall malce his fortune in a trice. 
If blcft with plaint, tho'_ but flender fenfe. 
Feigned modefty, and real impudence. 
A fupple knee, fmooth tongue, an eafy grace, 
A curfe within, a fmile upon his face, 
A beauteous iifter, or convenient wife, 
Ave prizes in the lottery of life ; 
Genius^ and virtue they will foon defeat. 
And lodge you in the bofom of the greaf. 
To merit y is but to provide a pain 
From men's refufing what you ought to gain. 

May, 



• . 
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. May, Doiliiigttii, tin Mttiiw &it in yoa. 
Whom xaf pnfiging thooghts olrady vieiv 
By Watpat^i Condaffc fir'd, and fiiendflap grac'd, 
StiH Hi^icr in yont Priott's ^ivottr pUc'd ; 
Aiid.liaidiDg^ /im, thofeavrfbl CoundUr aid, 
Wliicb you, ttbraai, widl inch fisccefs' obc/d : 
Bear thii from one, Tvlm fadda youf fiaeftldihip dBar> 
What moft we mlh, with cafe wc fancy acar. 
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SATIRE IV. 

O U N D fome fair tree th' ambitious 

•wood-bine ^ow^t 

[boughs : 
And breaths her fweets on the fupporting 

So fwcct the verfe, th' ambitious verfe, fliould be, 

(O ! pardon mine) that hopes fupport from Thee ; 

Thee, C^mpton, born o'er Senates to prefidc. 

Their dignity to raife, their councils guide i 

Deep to diicern, and widely to furvey. 

And Kingdoms fetes, without ambition, weigh ; 

Of diilant Virtues nice extreams to blend. 

The crown's aflerter, and the peopUs Friend : 

Nof 
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Nor doft thou fcorn^ amid fublimer views^ 
To liften to the labours of the mufe 5 
Thy Sm\\t^ proteSl her, while thy Talcnts^r^, 
And 'tis but half thy glory to infpire. 



Vext at a publick fame fo juftly won, 
The jealous Cbr ernes is with fplcen undone. 
Cbremes^ for airy pcnfions of renoK&n, 
Devotes his fervice to thc^ate^ and crowti 
All fchemes he knows^ and knowing, all improves, 
Tho' JBr/Vtf/Vsthanklcfs, ftill this patriot lort^ ^ 
But patriots differ, fome may fhed their blood. 
He Jrinis his cofee, for the publick good ; 
Confults the facred fteam, and there foreiee^ 
What ilorms, or fuilihine Providence decrees. 
Knows for e«ch day the veatber of our fate : 
A Sluid-nune is an almanack of ftate* 



You 
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You fmile, and think tbii Statefraan void of ufe* 
Why may not time Jus fecret worth produce ? 
Since apeswi roaft the choice cafianian nut^ 
Since Jieeds of geniKS ate expert at Put^ 
Since half the Senate mt content can fay^ 
Gee/e nations fkve^. zadi puppies plots betray« 

What makes him model Realnis^ and counfel Kings ? 
An incapacity for fmaller things^ 
Poor Cbremes can't, conduct his own efiate^ 
And thence has unkertaken Europe's fate« 



Gebenno leaves the realm to Cbremes^ skilly 
And boldly claims a province higher flilL 
To raife a name^. th' ambitious boy has got 
At once a bible ^ and z Jhoulder-^knot j 
Deep in the fecret he looks thro^ the whole^ 
And*pities the doll rogue iixsxfaves his foul ^ 



t» 
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To talk with rererbnce 3rQu ixiiift talbe goodi hitci. 
Nor iliock hk fmder rea/bn with the Gree^«. 
How-e'er, weH-bred, in publick he complies : 
Obliging friends alono vfrith hhzfpbmes^ 

Peerage is poyfon, good eflate^ are bad 
For thi^ difea^; poor rQgue^ron^ibklotn tosA., 
Have not attainders brought unhoped xtlkf, 
hvA falling fiocks quifd 4ar*d an linfaeUof ? 
/ While thefan fliinesJlftr;?/ talks witkwomi'rO^fQI^ % 

But Thunder m2j:xs JmaU hier^ and moeak Sfcit^^^ 

Suchufeful inftruments the weather fhow. 



Juft as their Mercury is high or low. 

Health chiefly keeps an atl)dfl in the dflric;. 

A Fever argues better than a Chrie^ 

Let but theLogick in his )>ft^ deQay^ , 

The Grecian hell renounce^ and learn to pr^; 

While C « mourns with an unfeigned aeal 

if 

Th* apoftate youth, who reafon'd once fo well. 

a 



C— • wlao ttalws lb merry mth tir c«eed. 
He almoft thinks he dfAxlkve^ iftd/tdi- 
But Qiily tkmkt-ibf f6»giv>^ bod^ tkeir <iu«^ 
Satan, and i^i JMi«w, a^di Trimble t^. 

Of fdiMe'^i' Gftr^ hiih tfiiti bJaandlefe Rage, 
That they'PtuMhh^f^/candattt 6itk 



l^OffuB iht-Mftunaili duh di'iEkiicas^ 
Nay, 9.free'-ma/(^yii^thiatSi6iVtaarAaxh9S^ , 
Omits nto-4«t3^, nOf ' cM' £^1));- % 
He itMdAitiitfeimBtttf y tats the siui*4hy&ffl^ 
He makes nd'Haify in* farMiv^r, ^is>i^fttey 

His cbari0erlzitA ^Artw afecvcr ctaih. 
And then, he can outbow the bowing Deatt', 
A fmile oMntal^ on H^lip 'he wedr^ 
Which eguitiy^tH^'Wii&>iad^tn)rtfire£Hhatts; 
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In gay fatigues this mod undaunted Chief ; 

Patient of idlenefs beyond belief, 

Moft charitably lends the town his j^r^ 

For ornament, in ev'ry publick place ; 

As furc, as cards^ he to the affe/nbfy coniei^. , 

And gs the yj^rwV«r^ of drawing-rodms/ 

When Ombre calls, his hand, and heart are free, 

And, joyn *d to Two, he fails not-^to make Thtee. 

Narcijus is the glory of his race: ! 

For who does nothing with a better grate ? ) 

To* deck my Lift, by nature were defigh^d : 
Such fhining expletives df human kind. 
Who want, while thro' blank life they dream abng, 
Senfe to be right, and f>qfion to be wrongs 



►• 

/ 



To counterpoife this Hero of the moJe^ 
Somerfor renown ^vc^Jingular^ . and odd^ 



> tf 



What 
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What oth^r men diflike is fure to pkafe 

Of all mankind thefe AeskX 4intipodes ; 

Thro' pride, not malice, they run counter ftill. 

And biptb^days arc their days of drefling ///. 

Arh^-'-^t is a fool, and F— ^ a fage, 

5— /(^ will fright you, £— — engage, 

By nature ftreams run backward, flame defcends. 

Stones mQunt, and S * ■ x is the worft of friends. 

They take their reft by day^ and wake by nighty 
And blufh, if you furprize them in the rights 
If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 
A Swan is white, or^j— ^ is fair. 

Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 
A fool in fajQbion, but a fool that's out ; 
^is pafiion for. abfurdity's fo ftrong. 
He caqnot bear a rival in the wrong, 
Tho' wrong ihfe mode, comply s morefcnfe is fhewn 
In wearing others^ follies, than your won. 

F3 li 
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If what is out of fafliioa moil: ywi prize, 
Methinks you f}iould emiQaybur lo he w^^ 



But vrhac la oddnefs c^tn i)C mone f^hUme 
Than 5 — ~, <he fprexnoft /k?jw^?i ef Jjia time f 
His nice ambition lies in ipumous fencteg, 
Hi$ daughter*^ port^ « ndtijbdl ixifaances. 
And ^w/^'s BjAy-hQufe is, in his yjcir, 
Britanniafs golden inine, a rich Peru ! 
How his eye$ languUh I how his thoughts z&aot 
That painted po»t wjii<i> Jjg/^ wwr wore ? 
He fhe^vs' on holidays a iacred pin,, r 
That toucht th/B wfF, that toucht Queen ^ii?/S^s dUn. 
^^ Since th^t great dwrtb our phrooidesd^Iore, 
'^ Since the grp^X plague that f wept as many n^ott, 
?* Was ever year upbleft as this i " hell cry, 
•f l\ lias fu)t brought us cm$ new kifffrjfyf 



u 



In 
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In times that foffet fu€h leam'd men as thef^^ 
Uhhappy:.^— ■// bow came you to pleafc ? 



Not gawdy butterflies jare Uco's game ; 
£ut^ in efFe£ty. his chaice is much the fame. 
Warm in purfuit^ he kvhs all the great. 
Stanch to the foot of title ^ and ^ate. 
Where-e'er their Lordjbips go, they never find. 
Or Lico^ or their yZw^awi la^ behind ; 
Ha fets them fure, wherc-e'er their Lordjbips run, 
Clofe at their elbows, as a morning'^dun ; 
As if their grandeur, ^^ontagion, wrought, 
hxiAfame was, like 2l fever ^ to be caught : 
But After ieven years dance from place to place. 
The * Dane is more familiar with his Grace. 

Who*d be a crutch to prop ^ rotten peer j 
Or living pendant ^ dangling at his ear. 
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For ever whifp'ring fecrets, which were blown 
For months before, by trumpets, thro* the town ? 
Who'd be a giafs^ with flattering grimace, 
Still to reflect the temper of his £iC6 ; 
Or happy pin to ftick upon his fleeve. 
When my Lord's gracious^ and vouchfafes it leave; 
Or cujfmn^ when his heavinefs (hall pleafe 
To loll, or thump it for his better eafe i 
Or a vile butt^ for noon, or night befpoke. 
When the peer rajhly fwears he'll club his joke ? 
Who'd (hake with laughter, tho' he cou'd not find 
pis Lordfhip's jeft ; or, if his nofe broke wind. 
For bleffings to the Gods profoundly bow. 
That can cry chirnne^-fiveep^ or drive zphugbt 
With terms like thefe how mean the Tribe that clofef 
gcarce meaner They, who terms, like thefe impofe^ 



y 



Put 
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But what's the tribe moft likely to comply ? 
The men of ink, or antient authors lye ; 
The writing tribe, who fhamelefs auBiohs hold 
Of praife, by inch of candle to be fold. 
All men they flatter/ but themfelves the moft 
With deathlefs fame, their everlafting boaft : 
For Fame no cully makes fo much her jeft. 
As her old, conftant fpark, the bard profeft. 
^* JB— -Z? (hines in council, Af— ^— / in the fight, 
*^ P— ./— ^'s magnificent; but I can write, 
^^ And what to my great Soul like glory dear?'' 
'Till fome.God whifpers Iq his tingling ear, 
That^/^^'s unwholefome taken without meat^ 
And life is. beft fuftain'd by what is eat ; 
Grown /m/t, and mfe^ he curfes what he writ. 
And wiihes all his wants were in his mt. 



Ah! 
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Ah ! what avails it, when his dinner^s loft. 
That his triamphattt hatnt tdorns a poji f 
Or that his ibiriiDg p^e, (pitnrokingiate I) 
Defends SIrloyns, which fbtis M dulAefs Mt ? 

What foe to verfe without conipaffioii h^ars? 
What cmtlprofi^man can regain from tekrs? 
When the poor mufe, for left than half a crbwin^ 
A projiitute on every bulk in town. 
With other whores undone, tho' not in prints 
Clabs cndit for G^hei^a in the Msnt ? 

Yc ba^-dsl why will you fing, tho' Unini^'d? • 
Ye hardsl why will yoMjarvey to be adhiir'd f 
DefunSi by Phvebut* laws, beyohd rcdre(^, 
Why. wiH jQXkvJpeSirts faannt ihfe frighted prefs ? 
Bad metre, that excrefcenU t^ the head. 
Like hair^ Will fprdut^ althp* the poet's diad^ 

All other trades demand^ Vcrfc^tnakers^J^'i 
A Dedication is a wooden leg y 

And 
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And barren Lateo^ the troe jinM^ft«rfs ^Kfliidft, 

Expofos ' harrkvfi brJats to : move coa^iaffion. 

Tho' iachtny filf, -vilebaob i di&iiininend, 

Nay more^ tfao' gehtie I3bi»MMi is myfhiend, 

^* Is't then a crime to wri/rf "•»-»-•{£ eileifts ratt^ 

Proclaim the God, checriBie ii tofirh^r-, 

For fome^ tfao' few, tfaow are iftrge^minded tnen^ 

\^o watch uni«en the labours of the pen. 

Who know the mufe's worth, and therefore court. 

Their deeds ber theme, their bcMtnty her fut>port. 

Who ferve, umaik'd^ the la^prwUnci to wit; 

My fple excufe^ alas ! ficr having writ. 

Will Jf— — / pardon, if I dare commend 

I f ' m t^ with zeal a patron, and a friend ? 

jU-.'-'^l^ true wit is iludioiis to reAore } 

And D ■> M t fmiles, if Pbcsbus fmil'd before^ 

Pr'^^^^ki ill years die long4ov'd arts admitts. 

And Henrietta lil^e a niufe infpire$. 

But 



7^ 



LOFEofFAmE, SatlVD 



But ah 1 not in^ratioff can obtain 
That FamCy which poets languifh for in vain. 
How mad their aim ? who thirft for glory^ ilrive 
To grafp, what no man can poflefs alive^ 
Fame's a reverfio$i^ in which men take place 
(O late reverlion !) at their own deceafe. 
This truth fagacious iUntot knows fo well^ 
Hejlarves his.authors^ that their works may /ell. 



Thzt fame is wealthy fantaftick poets cry ; 
That wealth is fame^ another Clan reply. 
Who know no guilt, no fcandal but in rags ; 
And /well in juft proportion to their 6ags. 
Nor only the low-born, deform* d, and old • 
Think glory nothing but tht ieams of goldy 
The firft young lord, which in the Mall you meet, 
Shall Qiatch the verieft Huncks m Lombard-ftreet^ 




From 



X 
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From refcu'd candles* ends who rais'd a fam. 
And ftairves to j<Mn a Pitnny^ to a Plumb. 
A bear^fs mifer? 'tis a guilt unknown 
Te-foontiT times^ a icaoda! all our own. 

Of ardent lovers^ the true modern band 
Will mortgi^-O/i^ to redeem. their land. 
For love^; ybuilgi, noMe, rich Caftdlity dies ; 
Name |?nt the Eur, lo?c- fwells into his eycsi ; 
Divine J^mimia^^ thy fond fears lay down ; . 
No r|val. can prcTailp hxkV^f^f^bdlf a crown. - ; 

He. glorias to late times to l)exQnyey'd^ 
Not for tjie poor he. has. reHev'd^ bat made. ^^ > 
Not fuch anpiUtiQn- his great faAeft:fir*d, ^. .. < 
When JHtfrry^conquer'd, and Iial£i3rtf/rr5>expir'di 
He'd l)c i, lUvc^ Apimp» a 4<igJorgain< ^ 
Nay, ^ dull Si^riffMM'k s^dirt chain. - \- - 
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'< Who'd bo<t flav«S" tlie ggUant CqImmI 
While lovft of g^ry %Mrkk»!fifo$» Jw.ej^ 
To deathlei&%i^ b«]oa4]!|r'^e«d^rlM(l:flght 

All Soldgpt^ n^ifjiffir, ^ DtyiwtiMae.-^4n^ 
As Maids of. i^OWWT. 4flt<»»*?y,s-i^by that jt&aoi 
But, wIm^ , indnlil^iig out the lai^ kanfiti^ 
fl;j&/ii^:t«»5)cBwh.o'ectheWUsv«£ftM»^ - 
He giv^i^iqea(h^-4ew^ «i ^acb^wiin woRi^ 

Of ^Qi9JU^g-.inbr^.tibar)o£ ^ ib^A afmki^ 
A foldier ^oit Idi life inodo^ at^a /yttfA/ 1? 
F!lAiftk.alii]hiileiidie Refenr^t <^j^> . 
Who ftriv(tl(^gia£fri4 » titfiJP /^o^, i^(f\ 
'Tis the wockl^ dd>649 dbidb-of higb (iegree^ 
But }f you pay your felf^ the world is free. 



Were 



Sat. IV. Ti^e Unherfal Paffton. 79 

Were there no tongue to fpeak them but his own, 
Augufiui' Deeds in arms had ne'er been kown, 
j^guftus* Deeds ; if that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and mifguides his aim. 
Such is the Prince's worth, of whom I fpeak. 
The Roman would not blulh at the miilake. 
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fairefi of Creation I laji and beft 
Of all God'j Works I Creature^ in ivbom exceed 
Whatever can to fight ^ or thought he form' d 
Holy^ divine^ goody amiabky orfijoeetl 
How art thou lojil ■ ■ Milton. 
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SATIRE V. 

^^MBB O R rcignt jimUtion in bold man alone % 
WL«.iBi ^^^^f^"*^ hearts the rude Invader own. 
WPI I I B SI Butj ttere indeed, it deals in nicer things 

Than routing armies, and dothroning kings. 

Attend, and you difcern it in the Fair 

Condu^ zfinger, or reclaim a hair ; 

Or rowl the lucid orbit aiaxieyei 

Or in full joy etabortte ^Jigb. 

The Sex we honour, tho' their &ults we bbra« ; 
Nay thank their &ults for fuch 2. fruitful theme. 

G 2 A 
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A theme, fair ! doubly kind to mc. 

Since fatyrizing thofe^ is praifing thee\ 
Who would'il not bear, too modeftly rcfin'd, 
A panegyrick of a groffer kind. 



Britannia'^ Daughters, much vaoxtfair thanmV/, 
Too fond of Adniiration, lofc their price ; 
Worn in the publick eye, give chdip delight 

r 

To throngs, and tarnifli to the fated fight. ' 
As unreferv'd, and beauteous, as the Sun, 
Thro' every Sign of Vanity they run ; 
Ajfemblys^ parks ^ coarfe feafts in city-^balh^ 
LeSlure^^ and tryahy plays^ committees^ batts^ 
Wells ^ Bedlams y executions ^ Smithfield-fctnts, 
And fortune-tellers C2LVCS, zndfyonsdcnSj 
Taverns, Exchanges^ Bridewells, drawing-rooms^ 
Injlalments, pillories, coronaiidns^mbs. 



Tumblers^ 
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VTumilers, and Junerals^ puppet-Jhews^ reviews^ 
Sales ^ races^ rabbets^ (and ftill ftranger !) pewi. 



CIarinda'% bofom burps, bat burns for Fame j . 
And love lyes vanquifht in a nobler flame : 
Warn) gleams of hope fhe, nowy difpenfes^ then, 
Like April'SnnSj dives into clouds agen. 
With all her luftre, now^ her lover warms 1 
^erty out of ojientationy hides her charms^ 
^Tis, next, her pleafure fwcetly to complaiui 
And to be taken with a fudden pain j 
Then, ibe ftarts up all ecftafie^ and blifs^ 
And is^ fweec Soul ! juft as fincere in this« 
O how fhe rowls her charming eyes in fpi^hi I 
And looks delightfully with all her might! 
But like our Heroes, much more brave^ than wife^ 
She conquers for the triumpb^ not the prize 4 



Q 3 2ara 
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Zara refembles JEtnu crown'd with fnows ; 
Without fhe freezes, and within (he glows ; 
Twice ere the fun defcends^ with «al infptr'd^ 
From the vain converfo of die world ictir'd^ 
She reads xkitffahnSy and chapters for the day 
In ■ Ckcpatra^ or the laft new play. 
Thus gloomy Zara with a folemn grace 
Deceives mankind, and bidet behind hAtface. 



Nor far beneath her in rewmn is fl)e 
Who« thro' good^breeding, 1$ ill'^ompany. 
Whofe Manners will not let her larum ceafc^ 
Who thinks yon ^e unhaffy^ when &t peace. 
To find you news who racks her fubtile head. 
And vows «»-: Tbat 6er great grandfather is dead. 
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A dearth of wordu a woman need not fear. 
But 'tis a task indeed to learn — -^^^-^^to bear. 
In that the skiU of converiacion lyes, 
That^^^tt^r^ or fMk^s you both polite^ and wi 



Zantippe crys ^ kt Nymphs who nought caniay^ 
'* Be loft in (ileace^ and refign the day : 
*' And kt the guilty wife her guilt confeis 
'* By tame behaviour, and a foft adrefs,'* 
Thro* virtue^ ^ refu&s to comj^y 

With all the dilates of humanity % 

Thro' wifdom, Jhe refufes to fubmit 

To wiftiom*s ruleSj and rtsLves to prove her mt : 

Then^ her unblemi(ht honour to m^ntain^ 

Rejeds her husband's kindnefs with difdain. 

But if by chance an ill'<idapted word 

Drops from the lip of her unwary Lord^ 

G4 Her 
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Her darling China in a whirlwind fent 
Juft intimates the Lady's difcontent. 



Wine may indeed eiccite the mcekcft dame, 
But keen Zanfippe -fcorning borrowed flame. 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play, 
0*er ccx)ling gruel^ and compofing tea. 
Nor refts by night, but more lincere than nice. 
She Jhakes the curtains with her kind advice. 
Doubly like Echo, found is her delight. 
And the laji word is her eternal right. 
Is't not enough plagues, wars, and famines rife 
To lafli bur crimes, but muft our wives be wife f 

Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber'd throng 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belongs 
What fflack^ what ceafelefs cares befiege our ftatc ? 
What ftrokcs we feel from fancy, and itomfate 9 



If 
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If fate forbears us^ fancy ftrikes the blow. 
We make misfortune^ Suicides in woe« 
Superfluous aid \ unneceflary skill ! 
Is nature backward to torment, or kill ? 
How oft the noon^ how oft the- midnight bell, 
(That iron tongue of death!) with folemn knell. 

On follfi errands, as we vainly roam, ' , 

[home ? 

Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from 

Men drop fo faft, ere life's mid ftage we tread. 

Few know fo many friends alive ^ as dead. 

Yet, as. immortal^ in our uphill chace 

We prefs coy fortune with unflacken'd pace ; 

Our ardent labours for the ttys we feek, 

Joyn night to day, and funday to the week. 

Our very joys are anxious, and expire 

Between fatiety zxA fierce defire. 

Now what reward for all this grief, and toil \ 

But one 3 a female friend's endearing fmile ; 
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A tender fmile, our forroVs only balm, 
And^ in lifers tempeft, the fad Tailor's calm* 

How have I feen a gentle Nymph draw nigh^ 
Peace in her air, perfwafion in her eye j 
Vidorious tendernefs ! it all overcame. 
Husbands look'd mild, and favages grew tame* 



The Sylvan race our aftivc Nymf3i$ purfue i 
Man is not all the game they have in view : 
In woods^ and fields their Glory they compleat^ 
There Majler Betty leaps a five-barr'd Gate j 
While fair Mifs Charles to Toilets is confined. 
Nor rafhly tempts the barbarous fun, and wind« 
Some Nymphs afFed a more heroick breed. 
And vault from hunters to the mana^d Steed % 
Qommand his prancings with a martial air. 
And Vobert has the forming of iltitfair. 



is 



More 



• ' '« 
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More than Mt Heed muft I>elid% empire fcel^ 
Who fits triumphant o'er the flying vohetl^ 
And as fhe guides it thro* the admiring throng. 
With what an air (hse fmacks the Jilken thong ? 
Graceful, as "Jtilbn^ (he moderates the reins, 
And whittles fwcet her diuretick ftrains. 
jS^/^nV-likCi fuch Charioteers as theft 
May drive fiic harneft monarchy if they pleafe* 
They drive^ row^ run, with love of Glory fmit. 
Leap, fivkn, Jhoot-fiying, and pronounce on noit. 



O'er die BeUe4ettre lovely Dafhne reigns ; 
Again the God J^llo wears her chains. 
With legs toft high on her So{^ee fhe fits, 
Vouchfafing audience to contending Wits $ 
Of each performance ihe's the final teft ; 
One Ad read o*er, fhe prophefies the reft ; 



And 
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And then pronouncing with decifive air. 
Fully convinces all the town J he'sfairi 

Had lovely Daphne Hecatejfa's face. 
How would her elegance of tafte decreafe ? 
Some Ladies judgment^ in xhtit features^ lyes, 
And all their Genius fparklcs from their eyes. 

But hold, (he crys. Lampooner ! have a care i 
Muft I want common fenfe, becaufe Tm f^r ? 
O no : fee Stella^ her Eyes fhine as bright. 
As if her tongue was never in the right i 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire ! 
She feems infpir'd, and can herfelf infpire ; 
How then, (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publi(h, and could (he forbear ? 
We grant that beauty is no bar to fenfe^ 
Nor is't a fanAion for impertinence. 



Semprmia 



\ . 
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Sempronia lik*d her man, and well (he might, 
The youth in perfon, and in parts was bright ; 

Poffeft of every virtue, grace, and art, 
That claims juft empire o'er the female Heart. 
He met her paflion, all her fighs returned. 
And in full rage of youthful ardour burn'd. 
Large his poflcffions, and beyond her own: 
Their blifs the theme, and envy of the town. 
The. day was fixt j when with one acre more 
In ftept deformed, dcbaucht, difcas*d /i&r^^/r^r^. 
The fatal fequel I thro* fhame forbear. 
Of pride ^ and av*rice who can cure the Fair ? 

• a 

Man*s rich with little, were his judgment true. 

Nature is frugal, and her wants are few; ^ ,. 

■ 

Thofe few wants anfwer'd bring fincere delights. 
But fools create themfelvcs new appetites. 

Fancy, 
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Fancy, and Pride feck things at vaft expcncc. 

Which rclifli nor to reafm^ nor Xofmfe. 

Vfhtnfurfeity ot unthankfulnefs dit^xoys^ 

In nature's narrow fphere, our folid joys. 

In fancfs airy land of noife, and ihow. 

Where nought but dream$, no real pleafures grow, 

Uie Cats in air-pumpSy to fubfifl we ftrive 

On joys too thin to keep the Soul alive. 



Lemira*s fick, make haftc, the Doaor call : 
He'romcs : but where's his Patient? at the JBall. 
The Dodtor ftares, her Woman curt'fies low. 
And crys, " my lady, Siri is always fo. 
«* Diver fions put her maladies to flight j 
* Ti-ue, fhe can't ftand^ but ihe can dance all n%ht. 
«« I've known my lady (for fhe lovea a Tunc) 
<* For /«;^ri take an Opera in y»w. " ' 



C( 



And 



€€ 



M 



m 
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** And tho' peibtps you'll thidc the pra£doc bdid, ' 
A midoight Ptfrk b 6>verc^ fori a .cvidL 
With collicksy breakfafts of gi;eca firuit agcee} . 
** Wiikiniigt^tnSt fopper juftat three,'* 
A ftrapge alternative I rcpljrs Sir H-— ir, 
Muft women have a doStr^ or a <ij»r< 7 
Tho' fick to datfa, dirtad they fafely to$m. 
But droop and die, in perfed heakh, «/ iv«^. 
For want*— —bat not of liealth, are Ijrcbea ill. 
And //V^^/f cure beyond the ^^jSfer'j-^'i?. 



Ala^ my he(irt» bow hfigaifluiigl]r £iir 
Yon Lady lolls } with whkt a tender air ^ 
Pale as a yomig dftmatick Atjt^or. wbot 
O'er d»rliQg liaet iidl CMtr mvea Im pen: 
Is her l^ord angty, dr has « Vstt^ chid > 
Itead is her father^ or tiMi imsk foeUd} 



* Lt^dog, tt Latg 
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*VLatc fitting^ up hais turn'd h?r rofcs white/' 
Why went fhe.not bed ? " feecaufe 'twas mgbt:^' 
Did :{hc then dance, or play ? " non this, nor that. 
Well, night fobn deals away iij pleaiing chat. 
** No, all alone, h^xprafrs (he rather chofe, 
** Than be that wretch to flccp 'till morning rofe**' 
Then lady CyntBtdi Miftrcfs of the fliacfe. 
Goes,, with ^^fajbionable Owls, to bed. 
Thi^^iter pride covets, this her health denys> 
Her foul is filly, but her body's wife. 



Others with curious arts dim charms revive. 
And triumph in the bloom ^^ififty-five. ^ \ • 
You in the momi|^ zfair nymph invite, > - 
To keep her word 2i brown one comes at night; 
Next day (he ihines in glofiy ik^k^ and then 
Revolves into her native red agen. 
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Like a Dove's neck, fhe ihifts her tranfient charms. 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 



But one admirer has the painted lafs. 
Nor finds that one, but in her looking-glaft. 
Yet Laura's beautiful to fuch excefs, 
T|iat all her art fcarce makes her pleafc the lefs 
To deck the female cheek He only knows. 
Who paints lefs fair the lilly^ and the rofe. 



How gay they fmile ? fuch bleflings nature pours, 
O'er-ftockt mankind enjoy but half her ftorcs ; 
In diftant wilds, by human eyes unfeen. 
She rears her flow'rs, and fpreads her velvet green. 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely defart trace. 
And wajie their mufick on the favage race. 
Is Nature then a niggard of her blifs ? 
Repine Yftguiltlefsm a world like this ? 

H But 



"1 

1 
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3But oqr lewd taftes her lawful charms refufc, 
And painted jirts deprav'd allurement chufe. 
Such Fluvia's paflion for the town ; frefti air 
(An odd effect !) giv^s vapours to the fair : 
Green fields, and ihady groves, and chryftal fprings. 
And larks, and nightingales, are odioaa things -, 
But fo^oak, and duft, and noife, and crowds, delight; 
And to be prcft to death tranfports her quitt. 
Where filv^r riv'lets play thro* flow'ry mead$. 
And woodbines give their fweets, and limes their (hades, 
SliAQ]s, kennels abfent oJburs (he regrets. 
And ftops her nofe at bed^ of Vic^ts. 

Is (lormy life preferred to the fercne ? 
Or is the publick ta th^ private Scene ? 
Retir'd^ we tread a fmooih, and open way ; 
Thro* briaPSi and brambles in the world wc ftray. 
Stiff oppofition, and perpkxt debate. 
And thorny cftfe, and rank ^vAJtinging ^ate, 

Which 
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Which choak our paflagc, our career ccntroul ^ 
And wound the firmefl temper of the fouL 
O facred folitudc ! divine retreat ! 
Choice of the prudent ! envy of the great ! 
By thy pure ftream, or in thy waving iliade. 
We court fair Wifdom, that celeftial Maid : 
The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on earth !) are innocence ^ and peace, 
Ttbere^ from the ways of men iay'd fafe afliore. 

We fmile to hear the diftant tempeft roar 1 

« 

^Tbere^ bleft with health, with bufinefs unpcrplejit, 
5fifeV life we relifb, and enfure the neitt^ 
There too the Mufes fport ; thefe numbers fre*^ 
Pierian Eafihury 1 I owe to thee. 



There fport th« Mufes j but not there alonrf : 
Their facred force jimelia feels in towA. 



H 2 Nought 



yn^ 
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Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 

A wit herfelf, Amelia weds a wit. 

Both wits ! tho' miracles are faid to ceafe. 

Three days, three wond'rous days ! they liv'd in peace . 

With the fourth fun a warm difpute arofe^ 

On Durfefs pocfy, and Bunyan's profe* 

The learned war both wage with equal force. 

And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 



Phtebe^ tho* £he poflfeffes nothing Icfs, 
, Is proud of being rich in happinefs. 
Laborioufly purfues dclufiye toys. 
Content with pains, fmce they're reputed joys ; 
With what well-afted tranfport will ftie fay, 
" Well fure, we were fo happy yejierday ! 
" And then that charming party for to-mernywr 
Tho' wellihe knows, 'twill languiih into forrow. 



But 
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But fhe dares never boaft the prefent hour. 
So grofs that cheat, it is beyond her power. 
For fuch is or our weaknefs, or our curfe. 
Or rather fuch our crime, which ftill is worfe. 
The prefent moment like a Wife we fhun. 
And ne*er enjoy, becaufe it is our own. 

Pleafures are' few, and fewer we enjoy ; 
Pleafure, Hke ^ick-Jihery is bright ^ and coy ; 
We ftrive to grafp it with our utmoft skill. 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters ftill : 
If feiz'd at laft, compute your mighty gains. 
What is it, but rank poyfon in your veins ? 



As Flavia in her glafs an Angel fpies, 
PrUe whifpers in her ear pernicious lies ; 
Tells her, whiie fhe furveys a face fo ^ne. 
There's no fatiety of charnis divide j 



H 3 Hence, 
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Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang'd appears 
Her temper, and fhe melts (fweet foul !) in tears. 
She fond and young, laft week, her wifti enjoy' d. 
In foft amuzement all the night employed. 
The morning came, when Strepbm waking found 
(Surprifing fight!) his Bride in forrow drown'd. 
** What miracle, fays Strepbon^ makes thee weep ? 
" Ah barbarous man, fhe cries, how cou'ti you 



M^'^ 



Men love a mijirefs^ as they love ^feaji*^ 
How grateful one to touchy and one to tafiel 
yet fure there is a certain time of d>y. 
We wifli our miftrefs, and our meat away j 
But foon the fated appetites return. 
Again pur ftomachs crave, our bofoms burn. 
Eternal lov« let Man, then, never fwear i 
Let Wpnien never triumph^ nor defpair. 



tf • • •, * 



Kor 
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Nor praife^ nor blame^ t66 much, the warm, or chill \ 
Hunger, and love are foreign to the will. 
There is indeed a paflion more refin*d. 
For thofe few nymphs whofe charms are of the mind. 
But not of that unfafhionable fet 
Is Phillis : Pbillis and her Damon met. 
Eternal love exadly hits her tafte j 
Pbillis demands eternal love at leaft. 
Embracing Phillis with foft-fmiling eyes, 
Eternal love I vow, the Swain replies. 
But fay, my all! my mijlrefs^ and my friend! 
What day next week the eternity fliall end ? 



Some Nymphs prefer AJironomy to Love\ 
Elope from mortal men, and range above. 
The fair Philofopher to Rrwley flies. 
Where in a box the whole Creation lies. 



H 4 She 
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She fees the Planets in theif turns advance ; 

And fcorns, Poitier^ thy fublunary dance, 

Of Defagulier flie befpeaks frefh air, 

And Whijlon has engagement^ with the fair. 
What vain experiments 5(^/&re?///tf tries! 

*Tis not in air-pumps the gay Colonel (lies. 

But tho' to-day this r&ge of fcience reigns, 
(O fickle fex !) foon end her learned pains. 
Lo ! Fug fromyupiter her heart has got^ 
Turns out the flars, and Newton is a fot. 

To — r- turn, fhe never topk the height 

Of Saturn^ yet is evpr i|i the right, 
jShe ftrikes each point with native force of mind. 
While puzzled learning blunders far behind. 
Graceful to 0ght, and elegant to thought, 
The^rd'tf/arevanquifht, and the wifezxt taught. 
Her breeding finiiht, and her temper fweet, 
Wh?n p?rious, eafy j and when gay, difcrcet j 



In 
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In glittering fccncs, o'er her own heart, feverc j 
In crowds, coUefted ; and in courts, finccre 5 
Sincere, and warm, with zeal weli-undprflgod. 
She takes a noble pride in doing good. 
Yet pot fuperior to her fex's cares, 
The mode (he fixes by the gown flie wears ^ 
Of Silks^ and China fhe's the laft appeal j 
In thele great points (he leads the common- weal y 
And if difputes of empire rife between 
Mecklin the queen of lace, and Colberteen^ 
'Tis doubt! 'tis darknefs! 'till fufpeijded fate 
Afluipes ^^r nod to clofe the grand debate. 
When fuch her mind, why will the fair exprefs 
Their emulation only in their drefs ? 

But O ! the Nymph that mounts above the Skies ^ 
And, gratis y clears religious myfteries | 
Refolv'd the Church's welfare to enfure^ 
And make her family a Sinecure, 

The 



io6 LO FEofFA MX Sat V. 

The theme divine at cards (he'll not forget, 
But takes in texts of fcripture zt piquet > 
In thofe licentious meetings ads the prude. 
And thanks her maker that her cards are good. 
What Angels wou'd thefe be, who thus excell 
In Theologicks, could ihcy few as well ! 
Yet why fhou'd not the fair her text purfue? 
Can fhe more decently the Dodlor woe ? 
*Tis hard tod, fhe who makes no ufe but chat 
Of her Religion, fhou'd be barr'd in that; 
Tfaac^ a brother of the canting drain. 
When he has knockt at his own skull in vain. 
To beauteous Marcia often will repair 
With a dark text, to light it at thtfair. 
O how his pious foul exults to find 
Such love for holy men in womankind ? 
Charmed with her learning, with what rapture, he 
Hangs on her bloom^ like an induftrious bee^ 

Hums 



\ 
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Hunu round about her, and with all his power 
Extras s f wcct wifdom from fo fair a Flower ? 



The young and gay declining^ jfira flies 
At nobler game^ the mighty and the wife : 
By nature more an Eagle than a Dove, 
She impioufly prefers the World to Love. 

Can wealth give happinefs ? look rounds and fee 
What gay diftrefs ! what fplendid mifery ! 
Whatever fortune laviflily can pour 
The mind annihilates^ and calls for more. 
Wealth is a cheat, believe not what it fays^ 
Like any Lord it /fiowi/^^— — and/^^i, 
How will the mifer ftartle to be told 
Of fuch a wonder, as infolvent gold? 
What nature nvants has an intrinfick weight 1 
AH more, is but the fafhion of the pl^te. 



• 
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Which, for one moment, charms the fickle wiew. 
It charms us now^ anon we caft anew. 
To fome frefh birth of Fancy more inclined : 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 



Miflaken lovers who make worth their care. 
And think accomplifhments will win the fair. 
The fair 'tis true by Genius fliou'd be won, 
Asfow'rs unfold their beauties to the fun ; 
And yet in female fcales a^J?/ outweighs. 
And wit muft wear the willow^ with the 6ays. 
Nought (hines fo bright in vain Liberia's eye 
As riot, impudence, and perfidy ; 
The youth of fire, that has driink-deep, ' and play*d. 
And kiird his man, and triumphed o^er his maid ; 
For him, as yet un-hang'd, (he fpreads her charms^ 
Snatches the dear deftroyer to her arm$ i 



1 



I . 



And 



-J^— 
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And amply gives, (tho' treated long amifs) 
The man of merit his revenge in this. 

If you rcfent, and wifli a woman ill. 
But turn her o'er one moment to her will. 



The languid lady next appears in ilate. 
Who was not born to carry her own weight ^ 
She lollsp reels, ftaggers, 'till fome foreign aid 
To her own ftature lifts the feeble maid. 

m f 

Then, if ordain'd to fo fevere a doom. 
She, by juft ftagcs, journeys round the room : 

But knowing her own weaknefs, (he defpairs 

» 

To fcale the Alps — that is, afccnd ihtjiairs. 
My fan ! let others fay who laugh at toil j 

* - J 

* \ 

Fan! hood! glove! fcarf ! is her laconick ftyle. 
And that is fpoke with fuch a dying fall. 
That Betty rather fees^ than hears the call : 



The 
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The motion of her lips, and meaning eye 
Piece out the Hea her faint words deny, 
O liften with attention moft profound! 
Her voice is but the ftiadow of a found. 
And help ! O help ! her fpirits are fo dead. 
One hand fcarce lifts the other to her head. 
If, there, a ftubborn pin it triumphs o'er. 
She pants ! (he finks away \ and is no more. 
Let the robuft, and the gygantick carve^ 
Life is not worth fo much, (he'd rather ^^rw j 
But chei) (he muft herfelf, ah cruel fate ! 
That Rofalinda can't by prox^ eat. 

r 

An antidote in female caprice lies 
(Kind Heaven !) againft the pcyfon of their eyes* 



VCbaleJiris triumphs in a manly mcin. 
Loud is her accent, and her phrafe obfcene. 



In 
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In fair^ and open dealing where's the fhame ? 

What nature dares to ^^ve^ ihe dares to name. 

This honejifellcw is fincere, and plain. 

And juftly gives the jealous husband pain. 

(Vain is the task to Petticoats affign^d. 

If wanton language (hews a naked mind.) 

And now and then, to grace her eloquence. 

An oath fupplies the vacancies of fenfe. 

Hark ! the fhrill notes tranfpierce the yielding air. 

And teach the neighboring echos how to fwean 

By y^Wy is faint, and for the fimple fwain; 

She, on the chriftian Syftem, isprophane. 

But tho' the volly rattles in your ear, 

Believe her drefs^ (he's not a granadecr. 

If thunder's awful, how much more our dread. 

When ^Gve deputes a Lady in his ftcad ^ 

A Lady I parddh my riiiftaken pen, 

A fhamclefs woman is the worft of Men. 

Few 



1 



ii2 LOVE of FAMEy Sat.V. 

Few to good-breeding make a juft pretence, 
Good-breeding is the bloflbm of good fenfe j 
The laft refult of an accompliflit mind^ 
With outward grace, the bodfs virtue, joined. 
A violated decency, now,., reigns ; 
And Nymphs for failings take peculiar pains. 
With Indian painters modern toajis agree. 
The point they aim at is deformity : 
They throw their perfons with a hoydon-air 
Acrofs the room> and/^ into the chain 
So far their commerce with mankind is gone. 
They, for our manners, have exchanged their own. 
The modeft look, the caftigated grace, 

The gentle movement, and flow-mcafur'd pace,- 
For which her lovers dfd, her parents pafJ, 
Are indecorums with the modern maid. 
Stiff forms are bad, but let not worfe intrude. 
Nor conquer art^ and nature^ to be rude. 

Modern 
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Modern good-breeding carry to its height. 
And Lady D-*-^— felf will be polite. 

Ye rifing fair ! Ye bloom of Britain'% Iflc ! 
When highborn Jinna with a foften'd fmile 
Leads on your train, and fparkles at your head. 
What feems moft hard, is not to be well-bred. 
Her bright example with fuccefs purfuc, 
And all, but adoration, is your due. 



But adoratk)n ? give me fomcthing more^ 
Crys Lyce^y on the borders of three/core ; 
Nought treads fo filent as the foot of 7/W .* 
Hence we miftake our autumn for our prime; 
Tis greatly wife to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news that we grow old. 
Autumnal Lyce carrysin her face 
Memento mori to each publick place. 
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O how your beating bi eaft a Miftref$^ warois 
Who looks thro' fpefiiacles to it^jowt chania&I 
While ifival undertakers hover round, . . 
And with his fpade i^^fexton^ naarks the ^dued^ 
Intent not on her own. btut others daoa^« 
She plans new conqueilst^ and defreuds- the tonab^ 
In vain the cock has ixkmttipr^ dfj^iglM awfrf ^ 
She walks at noon^ and blafts the. btoom ti daj. 
Gay rainbow filks her mellow charms infold^ 

And nought €f i>ri^<^ b*»t ^^;^^ 
Her grizzled locks affudic zfiniriit^ grac^v 
And art: ha$. levetPd hec decpr^focrow'd facQ 
Her ftr^^g^ d^mam^i iter mnrtai caa approvT) 
We'll as^ hfix hl^ngy but (saof t ask has hveu 
She grants ijg^dced a Ladji: 2tti?jr decline, 
(All Ladies ^«/ htvM^y.'SJifumity^mnn 

O how unlike h&t yma '. duq iac£ed agr 
Of prudent P(?r//tf ? Her grey hairs engage^ 
r ) . Whofc 
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Who£s thoughts aro fuited to hef life's decline* 
Virtue'% the paint ihat can make wrinkks fhine* 
That, and that only can old age fuitain y 
Whidb yet all wifti, nor kndw they wifh ioxpairi^ 
Not numerous ard oar joys, tvhen life \% new^ . 
And yearly foifte stre falling of xhtfsw ; 
But whdn vi^e ccmqtter life's meridian ftage/ 
And downW^ tend into the vale of age^ 
They drop a*facf ^ by ndtkre fenie decay^ 
Atol f<bcne the \>\A^% oi fortune fweep away; 
'Tin naked <|ciite of hdppinefs, aloud 
We call fof Deathy ztidjheiter in a fhroud. 

L 

Where's iPflr//^ now ?•*- but Tortia kft behind 
Two lovely copies^ of her form^ and mind. 
What l\eart uiuouch'd their early grief can view. 
Like blufluAg reie^buds dipt in morning dew f 
Who intO'fhelter takes their tender bloom^ 
And: 6>tm&^ their minds to fly from ills to come ? 

<'; I 2 The 
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The mind when turh'd adrift, no rules to guide. 

Drives at the mercy of the wind, and tide ; 

Fanc)\ and pajjion tofs it to and fro, 

A-while torment, and then quite Jink in woe. 

Ye beauteous orphans! fince in filent duft 

Your beft ^A:<7«i^/? lies, my precepts tmH. 

Life fwarms with ills, the boldeji arc afraid, 

Where then is fafety for a tender maid ? 

Unfit for conflidl, round befet with woes. 

And man^ whom leaft (he fears, her worft of foes I 

When kind, moil cruel ; when obliged the mail:. 

The leaft obliging ; and by favours, loft. 

Cruel by nature, they for kindnefs hate. 

And fcprn you for thofe ills tbemfelves create. 

If on your fame our fex a blot has thrown, 

'Twill ever ftick, thro' malice of your (nvn. 

Moft hard! in pleafing your chief ^fory lies; 

And yet from pleafing your clad dangers rife : 

Thca 
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Then pleafe the beji: and know, for mcnof fenfe 
Your jftrongeft charms are native innocence. 
Arts on the mind, like paii}t upon the face, 
Fright him, that's worth your love, from your embrace. 
Injimple manners all the fecret lies, 
Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleft and wife. 
YdATiJhoiVy znd noife^ intoxicate the brain, 
Begin with giddinejs, and end in pain. 
AffeSi not empty fame, and idle praife. 
Which, all thofe wretches I defcribe, betrays. 
Tour fex's glory 'tis to (hinc unknown. 
Of all applaufe, be fondeft of your own. 
Beware the fever of the mind! that thirft 
With which this age is eminently curfl. 
To drink ofplea/ure but inflames defire, 
And abftinence alone can quench the fire. 
Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb, 
Give peace in band^ and promife blifs to come. 

I3 
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SATIRE VI. 



Sought a patroncfs, but fought in vain. 

Apollo whifpcr'd in my ear — " Germain.— 

— I know her not—*' Your reafon's fome- 

what odd; 
" Who knows his patron, now? reply'd the God. 
** Men write, to inr,,and to the worA/, unknown; 
*' Then ^eal gre>t names to Oieild them frbai the 
*• Dctedled w*r/j&, like ^fa«/)r dlfarray'd, , 

** To covert flys, of /rtf^ itfelf aiO^id j 
" Shouldy^ refufe to patronize your lays, 
*' In vengeance write a Volume in ber fratfi, 

"Nor 
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" Nor think it hard fo ^eat a length to nui ; 
** When fach the theme, 'twill cafily be done/' 



Ye Fair ! to draw your excellence at length. 
Exceeds the narrow bounds of human flrength ; 
You, here^ in miniature your pidures fee; 
Nor hope from Zincks more juftice, than from me* 
My portraits grace your minJ, as his jrour^^ ; 
His portraits will inflame y mine quench your pride j 
He's dear^ you frugal j chufe my cheaper lay. 
And be your reformation all my pay. 



Lavinia is polite^ hnt not propbane ^ 

To Church as conftaot, as to T>ruryMne\ 

She decently, in form ^ys Heav'A its due; 

And makes a civil vift to her Pew. 

Her lifted fan, to give a folemn air. 

Conceals h^ face, wluQlipaJes for sprayer :' 

Curt'fie$ 
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Curt'iies to curt'fits, then^ with grace fucceed. 

Not one the Fair omits, but at the cretJL 

Or if (he joins the Service, *tis to /peak ; 

Thro' dreadful /i^r^ the pent heart might breaks 

Untaught to bear it^ women talk away 

To God himfelf, and fondly think they j>rdy. 

Bnt fweit their accent, and their air refirii\ 

For they're before their Maker,— —and mankind : 

When ladies once are proud of praying well, 

Satan himfelf will toll the pari(h bell. 

Acquaintedrwith the world, and quite well bred, 
Drufa receives her vifitants in bed. 
But chafte as ice, this Vtfia to defie 
The very blackeft Tongue of calumny, 
When from her Sheets her lovely form (he Efts, 
She begs, yoajtfji would tumyeu^ whik Ihcjbi/ts. 

Thofe charms are grcateft whieh decline the fight, 
^Tbat m^ka the Banquet poignant, and polite. 
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Here^ is no woman ^ where there's no refervci 
And 'tis on plenty your poor lovers ^arve. 



. But with the modern Fair, meridian merit 
Is a fierce thing, they call a nympb of fpirit. 
Mark well the rowlings of her flaming eye. 
And tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. . 
" Or if you take a Lyon by the beard, * 
'* Or dare defie the fell Hyrcanian Pard, 
•V Or arm*d Jlhynoceros, or rough Ruffian Bear^ 
Firft make your will-, and then converfe with Her. 
This Lady glories in profufe expence. 
And thinks diJiraSHon is magnificence. 
To beggar her gallant i&fome delight^ 
To be more fatal ftill, is exquijite. 
Had ever nymph fuch reafon to be glad } 
In duel fell two lovers^ one run njiad^ 




• Siaiij^. Her 



k 



-V — 



. Sat. VI. -^ Tie Unwerfal PaJpotf,_ 1 35 

Her foes their honeft execrations pour; 
Her l^'ers only fliould detefi her inor£. 
Thrice happy they ! who think I ho\6\.y feign ^ 
And ftartlc at a Miftrcfs of my brain. 



Flavia is conftant to her old Gallant, 

I 

And generoufly fupports him in his want. 

But marriage is a fetter^ is a fnare, 

A hcU^ no Lady fo polite can bear. 

She's faithful, (he's obfervant, and with pains 

Her angeUbrood of baftards fhe maintains* 

Nor Leaft advantage has the Fair to plead^ 
But that oi guilty above the marriage-bed. 



Amafia bates a Prude, and fcorns reftraint ; 

Whatever flie /V, (he'll not appear a faint : 

Her foul fuperior flies formality. 

So gay her air» her condudt is fo free. 

Some 
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Some might fufpoft the nymph not c^w/--^^^-— — 
Nor would they fee miftaketi, if they fliWf d. 



Unmarried jtbra puts on formirf ^x^% 
Her cu{hion*s thread-bare with her conftant prayers* 
Her only grief is that fhe cannot be 
At once engaged in prayer^ zxA charity. 
And thisy to do her JaftidB, mtrft be fiid, 
" Who would not think that Abra 'Omt ttfmidtf 



Some Ladies are too beatftetms tor be m^^ 
For whcrtf's the ffian Chat's Vrotthf of &kk bed i 
If no difeafe reduce her pride before, 
Lavinia will be ravifti'd at threefcorc. 
Then (he fubmits to ventuife in the dtifk*;' - 
And nothing now is wanting^ but he^f i^ark. 



Lucia thinks happineis con lifts in ftatt; 
She weds an ideot ; but (he eats in plate. The, 
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The good; of fortone, which her foal poflefs. 
Are but the grounds unmade happinefs ; 
The rude mateKtal j Wifdoth^ add to tbis^ 
Wifdom the fole artificer of blifs* 
She from her&if, if fo compell'd by need, 
Of tbin contiftt^ can draw the fabtle thread 1 
But (no detra^ibn to her facred skill) 
If (he can work IngM. 'tb better iSxlk 



liTuUia had bttH b)ell witli batfhct fenfe. 
None coa'd f od- mud) adttiirt her excellence. 
But fince ihr caftia^d^e im^ (l^er fd bright, 
She thiidi^s if im^ar to defend the rigBf. 
With underftanding ihe is qmte tTer^run ; 
Aod tty tod^ffiAt ac€cttnpHfliftMiitj:>tfidGite« 
Wiijb ddtt flitf v^ares her efernal tongue; 
For ever Mo§ diiwttfy in th« ^ormg. 



« « 



» » 
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Naked in nothing ihould a woman be. 
But veil her very wit with modejiy^ \ 

Let man dtf cover y: let not her difplay^ 
But yield her charms of mind with fwect delay* 

For ple^fure form'd, perverfcly fome believe, 
To mal^e themfclves />//^rAi«/, men muft ^riVv^. 
Lesbia the fair, to fire her jealous Lord^ , 
Pretends, the Fop (he laughs at^ isadpr'd. 
In vain (he's proud of fecret innocence. 
The fa€t fhe feigns were fearce a wOffc offence. ' : 

Af/njr endowed with every charm to blefs. 

Has no dcfign but on her hxiL%\^n6!s peace 5 .: 

He lov'd her much, and greatly was Jie moy'd 
At fmall inquietudes in her he lov'd. 
** How f harming /i&/i?— The pleafure lafted loijgi . 
Now every day the fits come thick, and ibrfi^g; / 
Atlaft he found the Charmer only ^/|^/jV, . ^. 

And was diverted, when hejlxuld be pain'd. 

What 
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What greater vengeance have the Gods in ftore ? 
How tedious life, now (he can plague no more ? 
She try her thoufand arts, but none fucceed .: 
She's forced a fever to procure indeed : 
Thus ftridtly prov'd this virtuous, loving wtfe^ 
Her husband's pain was dearer than her life. 



Anxious Melania rifes to my view. 
Who never thinks her Lover pays his due > 
Vifit, prefent, treat, flatter, and adore; 
Her Majefly, to-morrow, calls for more. 
His wounded ears complaints eternal fill. 
As unoil'd hinges, queriloufly (hrilL 
** You went laft night with Celia to the ball." 
You prove it falfe. " Not go? that's word: of all. 
Nothing can pleafe her, nothing not inflame } 
And arrant contradiffims are the fame 



K Her 
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Her Lover muft htfad^ to plcafe her fplcen^ 
His mirth is an inexpiable fin. 
For of all Rivals that can pain her brcaft. 
There's one^ that wounds far deeper than the reft ; 
To wreck her quiet, thfc moft dreadful fhelf 
Is, if her Lover dares enjoy himfelf. 

And this, becaufe file's cxquifitely fair. 
Should I difpute her beauty, how flie'd llarc ? 
How would Melania be furpriz'd to hear 
She's quite deformed ? and yet the cafe is clear. 

What's female beauty, but an air divine 
Thro' which the mind's all-gentle graces fliinc ? 
They, like the fun, irradiate all between ; 
The body charms ^ becaufe the foul hfeen^ ^ 

Hence, men are often captives of a face. 
They know not why, of no peculiar grace ; 
Some forms, tho' bright, no mortal mair can heari 
Some, none refiji^ tho' not exceeding fain 

AJ^aJid% 
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'AJ^aJiah highly born^ and nicely bred^ 
Of taftc rcfinM, in life and manners read, 
Yet reaps no fruit froto her fuperior fcnfe. 
But to be teuT^d by her own excellence. 
** Folks are foaukwaird I thin^fo unpolitc !** 
She's elegantly pain'd from morn to night 
Her delicacy's ihock'd where-c'cf fhc goes. 
Each creature^ s imperfeSlions^ are her nvoes. 
Heav'n by its favours has the fair diftreft. 
And pour*d fuch bleffings— that {he can't be blcft. 

Ah! why fo vain, tho' blooming in thyfpririg, 
Thon Jbimng, ffai/, ador'd^ and wretched thmgH 
Old age nviff come, difeafe may come before, : . 
Fifteen is full as mortal as tbreefcore. 
Thy fortune, and thy^ charai^ may foon decay ; 
But grant thi^e fugitives prolong theii: ftay. 
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Their bafis totters^ their foundation (hakes, 
Life, that fuppdrts them, in a 'moment breaks; 
Then, wrought into the foul let virtues (hine. 
The ground eternal, as the work divine. 



Julia's a manager, ihe's bom for rale, 
And knows her wifer husband is zfooli 
Ailemblies holds, and fpins ihtfubtk thread 
That guides the lover to his fair one's bed ; 
For difficult amours can fmooth the way, 
And tender letters dilate ^ or coimey. 
But if depriv'd of fuch important care^ 
Her wifdom condefcends to lefs affairs. 
For her oiwn breakfafl: (he'll pryeO afcbeme^ 
, Nor take her I'ea without ^ijiratagem j 
Prefides o'er trifles with zferious face. 
Important by the virtue of gritnace. 
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Ladies fupream among amufemcnts reign. 
By nature born to foot h^ and entertain ; 
Their prudence in a (hare of folly lies. 
Why will they be fo weak^ as to be wife. 



Syrend is for ever in extreams. 
And with ^ vengeance fhe commends, or blames. 
CQnfcious of her difconcernent, which is good. 
She ftrauis too much to make it underftood. 
Her^W^OT/ juft, her fentence is too ftrong; 
Becaufe fhe's right, ,(he*s ever in the wrong. 



Brunetta*s wife in aflions great, and rare j 
But fcorns on trifes to beftow her care. 
Thus ev'ry hour Brunetta is to blame, 
Becaufe the occafion is beneath her aim. 
Think npught a trifle, tho' it fmall appear } 
Small fands the mountain, moments make the year ; 

K 3 And 
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And trifles life. Your care to trifles give, 
Or you may die, before you truly Jive. 

Go breakfaft with AUcea^ there you'll fco 
Simplex mu7tditiisy to the laft degree. 
Unlac'd her ftays, her night-gown is unty*d. 
And what ihe has of head-drefs is aiide» 
She drawls her words, and waddles in her pace } 
Unwafht her hands, and much befnulF'd her face. 
A nail uncut, and head uncpmb*d (he loves; 
And would draw on jack-boots, as foon as gloves. 
Gloves by queen Bejfes maidens might be mift, 
Her blcffed eyes ne'er faw a female^. 
Lovers beware ! to wound how can (he fail 
With fcarlet finger, and long jetty nail ? 
For H' ■>■ y the firft wit fhe cannot b^. 
Nor cruel JR--— «/ the fipft toaft for thee ; 



Since 
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Since full each othciN ftation of renown^ 

Who would not be the greateft Trapes in town ? 

r 

Women were made to give our eyes delight, 
A female Jloven is an odious fight. 



Fair Ifabella is fo fond oifame^ 
That her dear-felf is her eternal theme ; 
Thro* hopes of con tradition oft (he'll fay, 
** Me thinks I look fo wretchedly to-day I" 
When raoft the world applauds you, moft beware j 
'Tis often Icfs ^blejjing^ than 2ifnare. 
Diftrufl mankind \ with your own heart confer; 
And dread even there to find a flatterer. 
The breath of others raifes our renown, 
Our own as fure blows the pageant down; 
^ake up no more, than you by worth can claim. 
Left foon you prove a bankrupt in^ your fame. 
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Bat own I mufl^ in this perverted age. 
Who moft defervCy can't always moft engage. 
So far is Worth from making glory Aire, 
It often hinders w4iat itjhould procure. 
Whom praife we moft ? the virtuous, brave and wife ? 
No ', wretches, whom in fecret we defpifc. 
And who fo blind, as not to fee the caufc ? ' 
No rival's rais'd by fuch ^//Zrr^^/ appkufe j 
And yet, of credit it lays in a ftore. 
By which our fpleen may wound true worth the more* 



Ladies there are who think one crime is all ; 
dn women, thep, no way but backward faXX ? 
So fwect is that one crime they don't purfue. 
To pay its lofs, they think all others few* 
Who hold that cringe fo dear, muft never cl^n^ 
Of injured modejly the facred name. 



But 
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But Qio thus. *' What, railing without £nd ? . 

^* Mean task! how much more generous to com- 

^ , , [mend?'' 

Yes, to commend as you arc wont to do. 

My kind inflruSlor^ and example too, 

** Dapbnis^ fays C//V, has a charming eye: 
•* What pity 'tis her flioulder is awry ? 

Afpqfia'^ /hape indeed-~--*but then her air--?-^^ 
The man has parts who finds deftrudtion, there^ 
jUmeria*^ wit has fomething that's divine ; 
«• And wit*s enough—how few in all things (hine? 
** Selina ferves her friends, relieves the poor- 
•* Who was it faid Selina*^ near threefcore ? 
^* At Lucia's match I from my foul rejoice, 
** The world congratulates fo wife a choice j 
" His lordfhip's rent-roll is exceeding great* 
"* But mortgages will fap the beft eftate. 
** In Sherlef^ form might cherubims appear,' 
^* But then—— *(he has z freckle on her ear*' 

Without 
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Without a hut^ Hortenfia (he commends. 
The firft of women, and the beft of friendi ; 
Owns her in pcrfon, wit, fame, virtue bright j 
But how comes this to pafs?— (he dy'd laft night 
Thus nymphs comniend, who yet at Satire rail ; 
Indeed tbaf% needlefs, if fucb praife prevail i 
And whence fuch praife ? our virulence is thrown 
On itbtrs fame, thro' fondnefs for our own. 



Of rank, and riches proud, Ckora frowns; 
For are not coronets akin to Crowns t 
Her greedy eye^ and her fublime addrefs 
The height of avarice, sdid pride confefs. 
You feek perfections worthy of her rank ; 
Goy feek for her perfedions at the Baok. 
By wealth unquench'd, by reafon uncontrourd^ 
For ever burns her facred thirft of gold. 



As 
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As fond of five-pence, as the verieft G>, 
And quite as much detefled^ as a Wit. 

Can gold calm pajjion^ or make rtafon fhine ? 
Can we dig peace ^ or wifdom from the mine ? 
Wifdom to gold prefer, for 'tis much lefs 
To make onv fortune^ than our bappinefs. 
That happinefs which great ones often fee. 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree, 
Themfelves unbleft : the poor are only poor ; 
But what are they who droop amid their ftorc ? 
Nothing IS meaner than a wretch of fiat e ; 
The happy only are the truly great. 

Peafants enjoy like appetites with Kings, 
And thofe beft fatisiied with cheapeft things. 
Could both QUf Indies buy but one ncwfenfe^ 
Our envy wou'd be doe to large ezpence. 
Since iiot, thofe pomps which ta the great belong^ 
Are but poor arts to m^xk them from the throng. 

See, 
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Sec, how they beg an alms of flattery ? 
They languifli ! oh fupport them with a lye ! 
A decent competence we fully tafte ; 
It ftrikes ouxfenfe^ and gives a conftant feaft : 
More^ we perceive by dint of thought alone j 
The rich muft labour to poflefs their own. 
To feel their great abundance ; and requeil 
Their humble friends to help them to be bleft ; 
To fee their treafures, hear their glory told. 
And aid the wretched impotence of gold. 

But fome, great fouls ! and touch'd with warmth 
Gvftgold a price, and teach its beams to Jhine. ' 

All hoarded treafures they repute a load. 
Nor think their wealth their own, till well beflow'd. 
Grand refervoirs of publick happinefs, 
Thro' fecret ftreams diiFufively they blefs ; 
And while their bounties glide conceardfrom view^ 

r 

Sflieve oar wants, SLadJpare oar ihtJbestoQ„l 

But 
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But Satire is my task, .and tbefe dcftroy . 
Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. 
Help me, ye mifcrs ! help me to complain. 
And blaft our common enemy, G n : 
But our inveSlives mull defpair fucjcefs. 
For next to praife^ ihe values nothing lefs. 



What piifture's yonder loofcn'd from its frame ? 
Or is't AJiuria ? that affeded dame ? 
'The brighteft forms, thro' AffeSlatiQn^ fade 
To flrange new things, which nature never made ; 
Frown not, ye fair ! fo much your fex we prizei 
We hate thofc arts: that take you from our eyes 5 • 
In jUbucinda^s native grace is feen 
What you, who labour at perfedion, mean. ^ 
Shorl is' the rule, and to be learnt with eafe, 
Retain your gentle felves, and you mufi pleafe. 



't Here, 
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Here, might I ling of Memm%d% mincing mein, 
And all the movements of the foft machine : 
How two red lips affeded zephyrs blow. 
To cool the bobea^ and inflame the beau ; 
While one white^^^^r, and a thumh^ confpirc 
To lift the cup^ and make the world admire. 

^ea I how I tremble at thy fatal ftream ? 
As hetbe^ dreadful to the love of fame. . 
What devaftations on thy banks are feen ? 
^^Nhztjhades of mighty names which once have been! 
A Hecatomb of characters fupplies 
Thy painted altars daily facrifice. 
IL-^^P'^B — afperft by thee, decay. 
As grains of fineft fugars melt away. 
And recommend thee more to- mortal ta{le : 
Scandal's the fweetner of a female feaft» 



But 
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But this inhuman triumph ihaill decline, 
And thy revolting Naiads call for mne j 
Spirits no longer fhall fcrvc under thee ; 
But reign in thy own cup, exploded Tea ! 
Cifronia*$ nofe declares thy ruin nigh ; 
And who dares give Citronia^ nofe the lye? * 



The Ladies long at men of drink exclaim'd. 
And what impaired both healdi, and virtue,, blam'dlt 
At length to refcue man, the generous lafs 
Stole from her confort the pernicious glafs. 
As glorious as the Britijh queen renowned, 
Vfhofuckt the poyfon from her husband's wound. 

Nor to "^tglafs alone arc nymphs incliu'd^ ^ • 
But every bolder vice of boM mankind. 



O yuvenalr hrihy fevfcrer rage! 
Tolafh the wmkcr fellies of our igc. 



< < . i, 



♦ Fir^. 



Arc 
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Are there among the females of our iflc 
Such faults, at which it is a fault to /mile ? 
There are. Vice, once hy moJe/t nature dmn^d^ 
And iegal ties, expatiates unreftrainM^ 
Without thin decency held up to view^ 
Naked flie ftalks o*er law^ and go^el too. 
Our matrons lead fuch exemplary lives. 
Men figh in vain, for none, but for their mves ; 
. Who marry to ht/ree, to range the more^ 
And wed one man^ to wanton with a fcore. 
Abroad too kind^ at home 'tis iledfaft hate. 
And one eternal tempeft of debate. 
What foul eruptions from a look moil meek } 
What thunders burfting from a dimpled cheek i 
Their pajfiom bear it with a lofty hand ; 
But then, their reafon is at due command. 
Is there whom you deteft, and feek his life \ 
Truft no foul with the fecret-^-iK^but his wife. 

Wivet 
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Wives wonder that their condudl I condemn, 
And ask, what kindred is ^fpoufe to them ? 
What f warms of zmorous grandmothers I fee? 

And Miflcs, antient in iniquity ? 
What blafting whifpers, and what loud declaiming ? 
What lying, drinking, bawding, fwearing, gaming ? 
Friendfhip fo cold, fuch warm incontinence. 
Such griping avarice, fuch profufe expencc, 
Such dead devotion, fuch a zeal for crimes. 
Such licensed ill, fuch mafquerading times. 
Such venal faith, fuch mifapply'd applaufe. 
Such flatter'd guilt, and fuch inverted laws. 
Such difR>lution thro' the whole I find, 
'Tis not a worlds but Chaos of mankind. 



Since Sundays have no balls, the well-dreft BelU 
Shines in the pew, but fmiles to hear of bell j 



And 
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And cifts an eye of fweet difHaJh oA all. 

Who liftcn lefs to C^ n, than -St. P^/. 

Aiheifts have been but rare, fince nature's birth j 
'Till now, (he-atheifls ne'er ^ppear'd oh e^fib* 
Ye men of deep refearches, fay, Whfeiicc fprihgs 
This daring chafatSer, in timorous tihings, 
Who ftaYt zX. feathers^ from an infeSi fly, 
A match for nothing**— —but the 2)i?/Vy. 



But not to wrong the feir, the raufc muA Wf R 
In this purfuit they court n6t fame alone j 
Biit join to that a more fubftantid view, 
" From thinking free, to be iifit ageritsHWdi 

They ftrij^ with their own heaits, and lecejb 'them 
In complaifance to all the fools in town. Z^ * 
O how they tremble at the name of frudt? 
And die with (hame, at thought of Ibeifig ^dt 



For 
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For what will Jirtimis the rich and gay, 
What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, fay ? 
Tlicy Hcav*n defie, to carth*s vile dregs a Have, 
Thro' cowardice, moft execrably brave. 
With oar own judgments durfl we to comply. 
In virtue^ (hould we live, in glory die. 

Rife then, my mufe, in hone'ft fury rife, 

« 

They dread a Satire, who defie the skies. 

Atheifts are few; moft nymphs a godhead own. 
And Tioilhing but his attributei dethrone. 

Frotn Atherfts far, they ftedfaftly believe 

» 

God IS, and is almighty 't<^ forgive. 

His other cxcdfence they'll not difpute j 
But merty^ fure, is his chief attribute. 
ShaA pitafures of a fhort duration chain 
^ iaifs foul ill dverlafting pain ? 
'Will the great author us poor worms deftroy. 
For now aad Aen zfp of tranfknt joy ? 

L 2 No, 
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No, he's for-cvcr in a fmiling mood. 
He's like themfelves ; or how cou*d he be good ? 
And they blafphenac who blacker fchemesfuppofc— • 
Devoutly, thus, Jehovah they dcpofe 
Thtpure! the Juji ! and fet up in his ftead 
A Deity, that's perfcdly well bred. 

" Dear T"— / — n! befure the beft of men; 
Nor thought he more, than thought great Origen. 
Tho' once upon a time he misbehaved ; 
Poor Satan ! doubtlcfs he'll at length be fav'd. 
Let prieils do fomething for their one in ten ; 
" It is their trader fo far they're honeft men. 
" Let them cant on, fincc they have got the koack, 
" And drefs their notions, like themfelves, in blacky 
•* Fright us with terrors of a world unknown^ 
From joys of this, to keep them all their own. 
Of earth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fccj 
*• But then they leave OMVuntyth^d virtue free* 

" Virtues 



cc 



cc 



cc 



« 



cc 



«c 
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•* Virtues a pretty thing to make a Jhow^ 
** Did ever mortal write like Rocbefoucaut ? 
Thus pleads the devil's fair apologift, 
And pleading, fafcly enters on his lift. 

Let angel-forms angelic truths maintain ; 
Nature disjoins the beauteous ^ and prophane. 
For what's true beauty, but fair virtue's yZ/r^? 
Virtue made vifible in outward grace ? 
She, then, that's haunted with an impious mind, 
The more (he charms ^ the more (htjlx^cks mankind. 



But charms decline J the Fair long Vigils keep: 
They flecp no more ! * S^adrille has murder'd fleep. 
" Poor K*^p ! cries Livia^ I have net been there 
" Thefe two nights s the poor creature will defpair. 

^' I hate a crowd 'but to do good, you know — • 

^* And people of condition fliou'd beftow. 



•SMij^ar. L 3 Convinc'd, 
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Convinc'd, o'ercome, to K-^p'^ grave matrons i^mi 
Now fet a daughter, and nowj^aie a fon ; 
Let health, fame, temper, bcaaty, fortune, fly; 
And beggar half their ra€e-~~thro' charity. 

Immortal were we, or elfe mortal quife^ 
I lefs (hou'd blame this criminal delight i 
But fiBce the gay afTembly's gayeft room 
Is but an upper ftory to fonae tomb, 
Methinks we need not ontjhort beings ihun^ 
And, thought to fly, contend to be undone. 
We need not buy our ruin with our crime^ 
And give eternity to murder time. 

The love of gaming is the wprft of ilk. 
With ceafclefs ftorms the blackened foul it filh. 
Inveighs qt heav'n^ negle&s the ties of blood,. 
DePiroys the pow'r, and will of doing good» 
Kills health, pawns hoiiour, plunger in difgracc^ 
And what is flill more dreadful — fpoils your face. 

' Sec 



' 



See yppdpr fet of thieves that live on fpoil, 
Thtfcavdal^ an4 the ruin of our ifle ! 
And fee, (ftrange fi^htl) amid that ruffian band, 
A form divine, high vvave her fnqwy hapd; 
That rattks loud a fmall enchanted box. 
Which Iqwd as tbunder on the bo^rd (he knocks. 
And as fierce ftciEips, which earth's foundation fhook. 
From Molm's cAve impetuous broke j ^ 

From thisi frpaU eavern a mix't temped flies, 
Fear, rage, £xmvulfk)n, te^rs, o^ths, blafphemiesi 
For men^ I mean, the Fair^difcharges none j 
She (guiltlefs crairtHrQ 1) fwc^rs to heav'n alone. 

See her eyes ft«rt ! obQpks glow ! and mufcles fwell ! 
Lik^ th^ mad maid in the Cumeaff celh 
Thus that divine on« htrfoft nights employs I 
Thus tjuncs her foul to tender jatjptial joys \ 
And when the oruel noorrang calls to bed^ 
And eix hQr piUo^pr lays her aking h<;ad> 

L 4 With 
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With the dear images her dreams are crown'd. 
The die fpins lovely, or the cards go round ; 
Imaginary ruin charms her ftill. 
Her happy lord is cuckol'd by Spadil: 
And if Ihe's brought to bed, 'tis ten to one. 
He marks the forehead of her darling fon. 
O fcene of horror, and of wild defpair ! 
Why is the rich Atrides* fplendid heir 
Conftrain'd to quit his antient lordly feat, ^ 
And hide his glories in a mean retreat ? 
Why that drawn fword ? and whence that difmal cry ? 
Why pale diflraAion thro* the family ? 
Sec my lord threaten, and my lady weep, 
And trembling fervants from the tempeft creep. 
Why that gay fon to diftant regions fent ? 
What fiends that daughter'^ dcftin'd match prevent? 
Why the whole houfe in fuddcn ruin laid? 

O nothing, but lad night — >— my lady play'd. 

But 
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But wanders not my Satire from her theme ? 
Is this too owing to the love of fame? 
Though, now, your hearts on lucre are beftow'd j 
*Twas, firft, a vain devotion to the mode. 
Nor ceafe we here^ fince 'tis a vice fo flrong j 
The torrent fweeps all womankind along. 
This may be faid in honour of our times. 
That, none, now ftand dijiinguijh* d by their crimes. 
If fin you muft, take nature for your guide, 

JLove has fome foft excufc, to footh your pride ; 

Yc fair apoftates from love's antient pow'r ! 

Can nothing ravift> but a golden Jhow^r ? 

Can cards alone your glowing fancy feize ? 

Muft Cujf>id learn to punt, ere he can pleafef 

When you're enamour'd of a li/t or cajl. 

What can the preacher more, to make us chajit 

« 

« 

Cdin fame like a repique, the foul entrance ? 
And what is virtue to the lucly chance ? 

Why 
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Why muil flrong youths unmarrfd pine away I 
They find no woman difengag^d-— ^/ro^)>^. 
Why pine the marry* df O fcvcrer fate \ 
They find from play no difengag'd— ^^fr. 
Flai)ia^ at lovers falfe unfQucb'd, and bard. 
Turns pale, and trembles at a rrwr/ card. 
Nor yirria*s bible can fecure her age ; 
Her threefcore years arc fhuffiing with her Page. 
While deatb ftands by, but 'till Ac game is done. 
To fweep tbatjfake, in juftice, long bis crum; 
Like old cards ting'd with fulphur fhe takes fire s 
Or, like fnuiFs funk in fockets, blazes higher* 
Ye Gods ! with neav delights infpire the fair ; 
Or give us/ons, and fave us from defpair. 

Sons, brothers, fathers, husbands, tradefmen dofc 
In my complaint, and brand your fins in frofe : 
Yet I believe, as firmly as my creed. 

In fpite of all our wifdom, you'll proceed. 

Oar 
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Our pride fo great, our paffion is fo ftrong. 
Advice tO rzgbty confirms us in the nwong. 
I hear you cry, ^^ thiafcUaw*a very odd.** 
When you cha^tffi, who vvould no( kifs thd rcrd ? 
But IVe a cbarnx your singer ihall controul. 
And turn your eyfls with coldncfs cm the vole. 
The charm begins ! To yonder flood of light 
That burfts o*er gloomy Britain^ turn your fight. 
What guardian pow'r overwhelms your fouls with 
Her Deeds aw precepts, her example, law. 
'Midft empire's <^harm9, how Car%^ne's heart 

Glows with the Iqw efvirfufy and of art 9 
Her favour is dklua'd to that degtce, 
Excefs of goodaefs ! it bos dawn'd oa me: 
When in n^y peigd, to balianoe nunnous faults^i 
Or godlike distds were fkown, or generous thoug^t». 
She fmird, iniufirloui to be |deai'd, nor kne# 
From whom my pen the borrowed luftrc drew. 

Thus 



A 
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* Thus the majcftick mother of mankind. 
To her own Charms moft amiably blind. 
On the green margin innocently flood. 
And gaz'd indulgent on the chryftal flood ; 
Surveyed the ftranger in the painted wave. 
And fmiling, prais'd the heap tics which flic gave 




•f In more than civil war, while patriots Jlorm^, 
While Genius is but cold^ their paffion warm i 
While publick good aloft ^ in pomp^ they weildy 
And private intereft skulks behind tbejheild^ 
While M — t, and W-^ns rife in weekly mighty 
Make preflcs groan^ lead fenators to fight ^ 
"Exalt our coBfee with lampoons^ and treat 
Ihe pampered mob with minifters of flato j 



• 



Mtkw. ^lucan. '< Whik 
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•* * While hth hot from hell makes heroes Jbrinky 
•* Crys havociy and lets loofe the dogs of ink ; 
Nor rank, nor fcx ef capes the general frown^ 
But ladies are ript upy and cits knocked down ; 
l^remendous farce ! where even the viftor bleeds^ 
And he deferves our pity, that fucceeds ; 
Immortal Juvenal ! and thou of France ! 

In your f am* d field my Satire dares advance \ 
But cuts herfelfa tracks to you unknown^ 
Nor crops your laurel^ but wou^d raife her own ; 
A bold adventure ! but a fafe one too ! 
For^ though furpajiy I amfurpaji by You. 

* SbtAefpear. 
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SATIRE 

THE LAST. 

N this laft labour, this my clofing Arain 
Smile, fValpole, _or the nine infpire in 

vain. 

To tbee 'tis due j that vcrfc how juftly thine. 
Where Brunfwsck'% glory crowns the whole dcfign ? 
That glory, which thy counfels make fo bright ; 
That glory, which on thcc reflefts a light 
lUuftrious commerce, and but rarely known ! 
To giw, and take a luftre from the throne. 

M Nor 



n 
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Nor think that Thou art foreign to my theme ; 
"X^^iz fountain is not foreign to ^cjiream. 
How all mankind will be furpriz'd, to fee -. 
This flood of Britijh folly charg'd on thee ? 
Yet, Britain^ whence this caprice of thy Sons, 
Which thro' their various ranks with fury mas ? 
The caufe is plain, a caufc which wemuft blefs; 
For caprice is the Daughter oi fuccefs^ 
(A bad effed, but from a pleafing caufe !) 
And gives our Rulers undefign'd applaufe; 
Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increafe^ 
Apd lulls us in the downy lap oi peace. 

While I fiirvey the blefllngs of our Iflc, 
Her arts triumphant in the Royal fmile^ 
Her publick wounds bound up, her credit iMgh, 
Her commerce fpreading fails in every sky. 
The pleafing fcene recalls my theme agen. 

And fhew the madnefs of ambitious qi^ n, 

Who, 
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Who, fond of bloodflicd, dra w the murdering fword. 
And burn to give mankind a finglc Lord. 



The Follies paft are of a private kind. 
Their fphere is fmall, their mifchicf is confin'd j 
But daring men there are (awake, my mufe. 
And raife thy vcrfc) who bolder frenzy chufe ; 
Who ftung by glory, rave, and bound away ; 
The world their Field, and human-kind their Prey. 

The Grecian chief, th' Enthufiaft of his pride. 
With Rage, and Terror (talking by his fide. 
Raves round the globe ; he foars into a God ! 
Stand fail, Olympus! and fu^ain his nod. 
The peft divine in horrid grandeur reigns. 
And thrives on mankind's miferies, and pains. 
What flaughter'd bofts ! what cities in a blaze ! 
What wafted countries ! and what cnmionfeas ! 



M 2 With 
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With orpbans tears his impious bowl overflows. 
And cries of kingdoms lull him to rcpofe. 

And cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraifc 
The boyftVous boy, and blaft his guilty bays ? 
Why want we then encomiums on xhtjiorm^ 
Ox famine^ or volcano ? they perform / 

Their mighty deeds, they Hero-like can flay. 
And fpread their ample defarts in a day. 
O great alliance ! O divine renown ! 
With dearth^ and pejiilence to fhare the crown. 
When men extol a wild Deftroyer's name. 
Earth's Builder and Prefcrver they blafpheme. 

One to deftroy is murder by the law. 
And Gibbets keep the lifted Hand in awe \ 
To murder thoufands takes a fpecious name, 
War^i glorious art^ and gives immortal Fame. 

When after battel I the field have feen 
Spread o*er with ghafUy fhapes, which once were men ; 
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A nation cruflit ! a nation of the brave ! 
A realm of death ! and on this fide the grave ! 
^rc there, faid I, who from this fad furvey, 
This human cbaos^ carry fmiles away ! 
How did my heart with indignation rife! 
How honeft nature fwe!l*d into my eyes ! 
How was I fliockt, to think the Hero's trade 
Of fuch materials yijw^, and triumph made ! 



How guilty Thefe ? yet not lefs guilty They, 
Who reach falfe glory by a fmoother way ; 
Who wrap deftrudlion up in gentle words. 
And bows, and fmiles, more fatal than their fwordsj 
Whb ftifle nature^ and fubfift on art^ 
Who coin ihtface^ and petrify the heart ; 
All real kindnefs for the fhew difcard. 
As marble polifli'd, and, as marble hard. 



M 3 Who • 
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Who do for gold what chriftians do thro' grace, 
** With open arms their enemies embrace/* 
Who give a nod when broken hearts repine ; 
** The thinneft food on which a wretch can dine/* 
Or, if they ferve you, ferve you difinclin'd. 
And, in their height of kindnefs, are unkind. 

Such courtiers were, and fuch again may be, 
Walpole^ when men forget to copy thee. 



Here ceafe, my mufe ! the Catalogue is V^rit, 
Nor one more candidate for yj;»^, admit, 
Tho' difappointed thoufands juftly blame 
Thy partial pen, and boafl: an equal claim. 
Be this their comfort, fools omitted here 
May furnifli laughter for another year. 
Then let CrifpinOy who was ne*er refused 
Thcjujiice yet of being well abus*d. 

With 
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With patience wait; and be content to reign 
The pink of puppies in fome future ftrain. 

Some future ftrain, in which the Mufe fliall tell 
How/cience dwindles, and how volumes fwell. 

How commentators each dark paflage fliun. 
And hold their farthing candle to the fun. 

How tortured texts to ipeak our fenfe are made. 
And every vice is to the fcripture laid. 

How mifers fqueeze a young, voluptuous peer, 
His fins to LiUcifer not half fo dear. 

How Verres is lefs qualify'd to fleal 
With fword and piftol, than with wax and feal. 

How lawyers' fees to fuch excefs are run. 
That clients acre redreft, 'till they're undone. 

How One man's anguifh is another's fport. 
And even denials cott us dear at court. 

How man eterflafty falfe judgments makes. 
And all his joys and forrows are miftakes. 

M 4 This 
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This fwarm of themes that fettles on my pen. 
Which I, like fummer-flies (hake oiF again, 
/ Let others fingj to whom my weak effay 

But founds a prelude, and points out their prey^ 
That duty done, I haften to compleat 
My own defign ; for Tonfon's at the gate, 

The Love of Fame in its effeSh furvey'd 

The Muf? has fung j; be now the caufe difplay'd ; 
Since fo diffiifive, and fo wide its fway. 
What is this Power, whom all mankind obey } 

Shot from abQve, by heaven's indulgence qime 
This generous ardor, this unconquer'd flame^ 
To warm^, to raife^ to deify mankind. 
Still burning brighteil in the nobleft mind* 
By la rge-fouPd men, for thirft of fame renown'd. 
Wife laws were fram'd, and facred arts were foufid i 



Deiire 
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DciGrc of praifc firft broke the patriot* s reft. 
And made a bulwark of the warrior' % breaft > 
It bids jirgyle in fields, and fenates (hine. 
What more can prove its origin divine ? 

But oh ! this paflion planted in the foul 
On eagle's wings to mount her to the pole. 
The flaming miniiler of virtue meant. 
Set up falfe Gods, and wrong'd her high defcent* 

Ambition^ hence, exerts a doubtful force. 
Of blots, and beauties an alternate fource j 
Hence Gildon rails, that Raven of the pit, 
Who thrives upon the carcajQcs of wit ; 
And in art-loving Scarborough is feen 
How kind a Patron Pottio tni^bt have been« 
Purfuit of fame with pedants fills our fchools. 
And into coxcombs burnifhes ourfoolsi 
Purfuit of fame makes folid learning bright. 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height ; 

That 
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That key of nature, by whofe wit ihe clears 
Her long, long fccrets of five thoufand years. 

Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 
Wby^ and in what degrees^ Pride fways the foul ? 
(For tho* in all, not equally, fhe reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my ftrains. 

Ye Dodlbrs ! hear the dodtrine I difclofe. 
As true, as if 'twere writ in duUeft profe ; 
As if a lettered dunce had faid *• "^tis right,'* 
And imprimatur uftier'd it to light. 

To glorious deeds this paflion fires the mind ; 
And clofer drdtws the ties of humankind, 
Conhrms Jbciety ; fince what we prize 
As our chief ble^ng, muft from ofi>ers rife. 

Ambition in idittrttly-mBk mind 
With fiAdr-virtire k for ever joyil'd ; 



As 
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As in fam'd Lucrece^ who with equal dread 
F> om guilty and Jhame^ by her laft condudt fled ; 
Her virtue long rebeU'd in firm diftain. 
And the fword pointed at her heart in vain ; 
But, when the flave was threatened to be laid 
Dead by her fide, her love of fame obeyed. 

In meaner minds Ambition works alone. 
But with fuch art puts virtue's afpeft on. 
That not more like in feature, and in mein, 
* The God and Mortal in the comic fcene. 
Falfe Julius^ ambufht in this fair difguife. 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 

No mask in bafeji minds Ambition wears. 
But in full light pricks Up her afs's ears ; 
All I have fang are mfiznccs of this^ 
And prove my theme unfolded not amifs. 



* Ampbitrion. * C 
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Ye vain ! defifl: from your erroneous ftrife j 
Be wife, and quit the hMLtfublime of life. 
The true ambition there alone refides, 

4 

WhtTtjuftice vindicates, and wifdom guides ; 

Where inward dignity joins outward ftate, 

Our purpofi good, as our atchievement great; 

Where publick blejjings publick praife attend. 

Where glory is our motive^ not our end. . . 

[view 

Would'ft thou htfam'd f have thofe high deeds in 
Brave men would a(St, tho* fcandal fliould enfue. 

[flame ; 
Behold a Prince ! whom no fwoln thoughts in- 

No pride of thrones, no fever after fame \ 

But when the welfare of mankind infpires, 

And death in view to dear-bought glory fires. 

Proud conqueft then, then regal pomps delight j 

Then crowns, then triumphs fparkle in his fight i 

Tiumult 



^ 



Sat. VII. Hje Univerfal Pajwn. 173 

Tumult and noi/e arc dear, which with them bring 
His people's bleffings Jo their ardent king : 
But, when thofe great heroic motives ceafe. 
His fwelling foul fubfides to native peace ; 
From tedious grandeur's faded charms withdraws, 
Kfudden foe to fplendor, and applaufe. 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 

'Till men, and angels joinly fhout his name. 
O pride celeflial ! which can pride difdain ; 

O blefl ambition ! which can ne'er ^^ i^ain. 



From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the sky. 
In whofe deep womb unfathom'd waters lie. 
Here burft the Ithone and founding P0, there (hine 
In infant rills the Danube and the 'Rhine ; 
From the rich ftore one fruitful urn fupplies. 
Whole kingdoms fmile, a thoufand harvelb rife. 



In 



r 
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In Brunfwick fuch a fource the Mufc adores. 
Which publick bleffings thro' half E//r(?/>f pours. 
When his heart burns with fuch a godlike aim. 
Angels and George arc rivals for the Fame ; 
George^ who in foes can foft aifeftions raife. 
And charm envenomed Satire into praife. 



* Nor human rage alone his pow'r perceives. 
But the mad winds^ and the tumultuous nvaves. 
Even ftorms (death's fierceft minifters!) forbear. 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to fparc» 
Thils, nature-felfy fupporting man's decree. 
Styles Britain's fovereign, fo vereign of the fea. 

While y^^ and ^/>, grcsA Br un/wick ! ihook our 

[ftate. 
And fported with a king's, and kingdom's fate. 

Deprived of what (he lov'd, and preft with fear. 

Of ever lofing what (he held moft dear, 

* Tbi Kif^ in dai^er hfia. HoW 
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How did Britannia^ like ^ Achilles^ weep, 
And tell her forrows to the kindred deep? 
Hang o'er the floods, and in devotion warm. 
Strive, for thee, with the furge, and fight the ftorm ? 

What felt thy Walpole^ pilot of the realm f 
Our Palinurus f flept not at the helm, 

■ 

His eye ne'er closed ; long fince inur'd to wake. 
And outwatch every ftar, for Brunfwick^s fake* 
By thwarting paflions toft, by cares oppreft. 
He found thy tempeft pidlur'd in his breaft. 
But, now^ what joys that gloom of heart difpel. 
No pow'rs of language— but his own, can tell; 
His own, which Nature and the Graces form. 
At will, to raife, or hufh the civil ftorm. 



* Horn. IL 1. I. 

t Ecu Deus ramum Litbao rwi madintim^ Sec Virg. I. 5. 
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